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CHRISTMAS CHIMES

DECEMBER, 1906

Christmas Chimes |
Wark! the merry Christmas ehime
Pealing forth the song sublime:
Glory to God in highest heaven]!
Peace on. 4 earth to mer
men
forciven!
giver
Yome, ye faithful, rich and poor,

Come, your Infant Geod adore!
see [im in the manger lowly,

Worship lim, the Tigh, the Holy!

‘TPell it to the farthest earth,
Ye are saved by desus’ birth!
(Rod Wis Gon hath freely given,

‘That ye may be sons of heaven!
—G. Marion Knight, 08.
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CHRISTMAS WITH THE POETS

ATHER FABER somewhere says that heaven must be just like
Christmas Day. There is much poetry in the saying, and also
much truth. For what will heaven be but the unveiling to us
of the Divine Word that for our sakes took flesh and dwelt

among us?

Christmas is indeed a foretaste of heaven; its

pure pleasures can give us some faint idea of what awaits us

in the better world above. It is the season of poetry and romance; it binds

anew hearts that have become somewhat estranged by time and distance;

it rekindles the genial fires of friendship and hospitality; the whole world

rejoices together as one family, and a vast wave of harmony rolls heavenward in honor of Him, our Eldest Brother, who brought to us new life and

kinship with our God.
No other feast is so dear to the Christian heart; no other has so grandly:

inspired both artist and musician; around no other do the happy memories
of childhood so fondly cluster, like the bright red berries around its own
consecrated holly wreath: What wonder, then, that it has appealed so eminently to the poets, and that they have sung it in their sweetest strains!
To Shakespeare, Christmas is the mightiest charm of the universe. It
circles the terrestrial globe, its potent spell is felt in the starry spheres, and

it penetrates even to the nether world.

.

“Some say that ever ’gainst that season comes
Wherein our Savior’s birth is celebrated,
The bird of dawning singeth all night long;
And then, they say, no spirit dare stir abroad;
The nights are wholesome; then no planets strike,
No fairy takes, no witch hath power to charm,
So hallowed and so gracious is the time.”
—Hamlet.

The Puritan Milton admits its supernal power and loveliness in “words
that we would not willingly let die.” In lines aglow with youthful enthusi-

asm he sings of the peace, the truth, and the love that the birth of the
Christ-Child brought to earth:
“Tt was the winter wild,
While the heaven-born Child
All meanly wrapt in the rude manger lies;
Nature, in awe to Him,

Had doffed her gaudy trim,
With her great Master so to sympathize.
No war, or battle sound,
Was heard the world around:
The idle spear and shield were high up hung;
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But peaceful was the night
Wherein the Prince of Light
His reign of peace upon the earth began.
The shepherds on the lawn,
Or ere the point of dawn,
Sat simply chatting in a rustic row:
When such music sweet
Their hearts and ears did greet,
As never was by mortal finger strook:
Divinely-warbled voice
Answering the stringed noise,
As all their souls in blissful rapture took:,
The air, such pleasure loth to lose,
With thousand echoes still prolongs each heavenly close.
The oracles are dumb,
No voice or hideous hum
Runs thro’ the arched roof in words deceiving:
Apollo from his shrine
Can no more divine,
With hollow shriek the steep of Delphos leaving.
No nightly trance, or breathed spell
Inspires the pale-eyed priest from the prophetic cell.
But see, the Virgin blest
Hath laid her Babe to rest;
Heaven’s youngest-teemed star
Hath fixed her polished car,
Her sleeping Lord, with handmaid lamp, attending:
And all about the courtly stable
Bright-harnessed angels sit in order serviceable.’’

When, on Christmas morning, we are wending our way to the sacred

edifice, and the sweet chime of the church-bells comes to us through the
clear, frosty air, our own Longfellow’s melodious lines occur to us at every
step:
““T heard the bells on Christmas day
Their old, familiar carols play,
And wild and sweet
The words repeat
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!
And thought how, as the day had come,
The belfries of all Christendom
Had rolled along
The unbroken song

Of peace on earth, good-will to men!
Till, ringing, singing on its way,
The world revolved from night to day,
A voice, a chime,

A chant sublime
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!”

It was a time of hate and strife, when brother stood up armed against
brother, and the angels’ song of peace and good-will seemed a delusion and

a mockery amid the din of fratricidal war:
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“Then from each black, accursed mouth
The cannon thundered in the South,
And with the sound
The carols drowned
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!”’’

But the poet is hopeful.

He firmly trusts that all will be well in the end:

“Then pealed the bells more loud and deep:
God is not dead, nor doth He sleep!
The Wrong shall fail,
The Right prevail,
With peace on earth, good-will to men!’’

Christmas is, indeed, a season of mirth and rejoicing. But to those who
have lost a loved one about this time, the merry bells of Yule are softly
touched with sorrow in their sound; the day comes veiled with pathos and
it seems to have received a double consecration: for we have given up our
beloved to God, even as He for love gave up His only-begotten Son to us.
Though removed from our sight, they are ever present to us in spirit, by
virtue of the Communion of the Saints,
“For so the whole round earth is every way
Bound by gold chains about the feet of God.”

And can we doubt that they take an interest in our daily joys and sorrows

just as they used to do when they were still beside us in the flesh? Nay, is
not their presence far more real now that it is wholly spiritual? Tennyson
must have felt this when he wrote in memory of his departed friend, Arthur
Hallam:
“‘With trembling fingers did we weave
The holly round the Christmas hearth;
A rainy cloud possess’d the earth,
And sadly fell our Christmas eve.

At our old pastime in the hall
We gambol’d, making vain pretense
Of gladness, with an awful sense
Of one mute Shadow watching all.”

But Christian hope rises star-like from the night of sorrow, and in a

more cheerful key he sings:
“Rise, happy morn! rise, holy morn!
Draw forth the cheerful day from night:
O Father, touch the east, and light
The light that shone when Hope was born.”

The Star of Bethlehem still bears its message of hope to the world; the
Adeste Fideles is still the pean of a redeemed race; and the Christmas-tree,

with its winter fragrance, its soft lights, and its fadeless green, does it not
speak of immortality
?
Father Ryan, the “poet-priest,” in his own inimitable way, tells of a

heavenly vision vouchsafed to a pilgrim, a priest, (was it perhaps himself)
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who, wandering amon

g the mountains on Christmas night, was
guided to
a lonely chapel by the little lamp burning befor
e the tabernacle, and there
saw a host of shining angels ministering
to the Infant Jesus, the very
angels that announced His joyful birth to the
world “in the solemn midnight centuries

ago.” His Christmas Anthem rings with true
poetic fervor.
He, too, like Tennyson, mourns the loved
and lost. Musing, he beholds
their pictures in the firelight and gives himse
lf up to the sweet and tender
memories of early friendship:
“TI gaze on them, and they on me,
Until I feel a sorrow steal
Thro’ my heart:so drearily;
There are faces furrowed deep;
There are eyes that used to weep;
There are brows beneath a cloud;
There are hearts that want to sleep;
Ah! that face of mother’s,
Sister’s, too, and brother’s—
And so many others
Dear is every name—

And Ethel! thou art there,
With thy child-face sweet and fair,
And thy heart so bright
In its shroud so white;
Just as I saw you last
In the golden, happy past.
Night, be a priest! put your star-stole on
And murmur a holy prayer
Over each grave, and for every one
Lying down lifeless there!
And the Pontiff, Night, with his star-stole on,
Whispereth soft and low:
Requiescat! Requiescat!
Peace! Peace! to every one
For whom we grieve this Christmas eve

In their graves beneath the snow.’

Thus he passes the night in reverie sad and sweet. But with the coming
of the dawn his melancholy muse strikes more cheerful chords:
“The stars in the far-off heaven
Have long since struck eleven!
And hark! from temple and from tower
Soundeth time’s grandest midnight hour,
Blessed by the Savior’s birth;
And Night putteth off the sable stole,
Symbol of sorrow and sign of dole,
For one with many a starry gem,
To honor the Babe of Bethlehem,

Who comes to men the King of them,
Yet comes without robe or diadem;
And all turn towards the holy east,
To hear the song of the Christmas feast.’’

‘
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He cannot resist the joyous wave of music that breaks in upon his lonely
reverie from without, and with a very organ-swell of Christmas gladness
and exultation, to the accompaniment of the Christmas bells, he breaks
forth into the
“Gloria in excelsis!
Sound the thrilling song;
In excelsis Deo!
Roll the hymn along.

Gloria in excelsis!
Let the heavens ring;
In excelsis Deo!
Welcome, new-born King!
Gloria in excelsis!
Over the sea and land;
In excelsis Deo!

Chant the anthem grand.
Gloria in excelsis!
Let us all rejoice;
In excelsis Deo!

Lift each heart and voice.
Gloria in excelsis!
Swell the hymn on high;
Jn excelsis Deo!
Sound it to the sky.
Gloria in excelsis!
Sing it, sinful earth!
In excelsis Deo!
For the Savior’s birth!”

But no poet has given us prettier pen-pictures of the Christ-Child in

His Virgin-Mother’s arms, or sweeter songs to sing around the humble

Crib of Bethlehem, than Father Faber.’ His lyrics are all luminous with
the child-like spirit of faith, simplicity, and tender love so befitting to the
celebration of the Christmas mysteries. Whose heart has not melted with
inner joy at the strains of
‘What lovely Infant can this be
That in the little Crib I see?
So sweetly on the straw it lies,
It must have come from Paradise.
Who is the Lady kneeling by
And gazing on so tenderly?
Oh, that is Mary ever blest,

How full of joy her holy breast!

Who is that man who seems to smile
And looks so blissful all the while?
’Tis holy Joseph good and true,
The Infant makes him happy, too.”’

Or that other exquisite lyric:
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“Dear Little One, how sweet Thou art,

Thine eyes how bright they shine,
So bright they almost seem to speak
When Mary’s look meets Thine.’’

It is the reverent, child-like spirit of these great minds that has enabled
them to penetrate so deeply into the spiritual significance of the Christmastide, and the more we grow like unto them, the greater shall be our share

in the Christmas happiness.

G. Marion Knicut, 708.

THE SLIGHTED CHRISTMAS GIFT
T was Christmas eve, and the usual hurry and bustle that mark
the advent of that beautiful feast reigned in the streets. In
the residence district, near the heart of the city, stood a beauti~

ful stone mansion somewhat back from the crowded street.
Many a poor man passing by, stopped to gaze at the fineries
without, that bespoke the richness and ease within, and sighed

to himself, “Oh, how happy could I make my little ones on Christmas, if
but a small portion of that man’s wealth were mine!”
Meanwhile, in the elegantly furnished library of the mansion sat the

man whose wealth excited the envy of his less fortunate fellow-citizens.
He must have been about forty, but his weary features, stooped frame, and
whitening hair made him appear sixty. As he sat there in thoughtful attitude, his head between his hands, the door of the library suddenly opened

and a blooming girl of fifteen entered.
“O papa, dear,” she cried, advancing toward her father, “do get me the
necklace for Christmas; I must have it. All the other girls of my Class

will have one, and how can you allow me to be less pretty than my schoolmates ?”
“Darling,” 2 said the fond father, sadly, “here is a necklace, but it is not
exactly as rich as you desired to have it,” and he handed her a dainty white
box.

“I’ll”—but he hesitated to tell his motherless child that he was on

the verge of financial ruin.
“OQ papa!” shrieked the irascible girl, “you are cruel to have brought
me this one, after you promised me the other.” And having sent this irreverent thrust at her too indulgent father, she rushed from the room.
“Oh, my God!” moaned the heart-broken father, “did I deserve this?”

His head dropped upon his hands and his overtaxed brain fell in sympathy
with his wounded heart; his frame quivered slightly and his soul stood
before its God.
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A few moments later, the orphan, repenting of her undutiful conduct,

returned to beg pardon of her father for her fault. Words cannot express
the grief she felt on finding him cold in death. All efforts to revive him
were in vain. Now indeed was she a lone orphan in the world. But a
severer blow was in store for her. The mortal remains of her father had

hardly been deposited in the earth, amid the pomp and ceremony befitting
his wealth and his rank in society, when the ruined state of his fortune
was discovered. His daughter lost all, and from a life of ease and comfort

was suddenly cast into the world to earn her living in humble station.

Of

all her belongings she kept nothing to remind her of the past but that neck-

lace which she had once considered as worthless and which had brought to
her lips the words that had broken her father’s heart. This was now her
only treasure and she clung to it dearly.

Two years have passed.

In the convent chapel of the Sisters of Notre

Dame, at the foot of the statue of Our Lady of Sorrow, could be seen almost
prostrate to the ground, the frail form of a Sister in prayer. A simple pear!

necklace lay at the feet of the Della Pieta. It was the twilight hour, and a
religious silence reigned over all, broken only by an occasional sigh from

the prostrate form.

The visitor who had entered unnoticed accompanied

by. the Mother Superior, contemplated this scene so inexpressibly pathetic.
The silent hour, the solemn stillness, the faint light cast by the setting sun
through the stained chapel windows, the dolefulPtbatdres of the Mother of
Sorrow clasping to her breast the body of her dead Son, and there in prayer
and apparently overcome with grief the prostrate Sister. Suddenly the
latter arises; a bright ray of light from the sanctuary lamp falls upon her
serene features upturned toward the statue of Our Lady. The visitor
starts. “’Tis Annetta Powers, my schoolmate of not long ago, once the
proudest of our class.”
“No,” says good Mother Angelica, and a soft smile played about her lips.
“No, ’twas Annetta Powers; now ’tis Sister Flora.” And she related briefly
to the astonished visitor how, two years ago, on Christmas eve, this proud
girl had been touched by the hand of God; she related how that necklace
at the feet of Our Lady had been the instrument of God’s mercy
; how hard-

ship, remorse, and devotion to Mater Dolorosa had humbled the pride of
that soul. “And,” added Mother Angelica, casting a glance of warm
maternal love toward the young Sister, “this morning Sister Flora has

consecrated to God her life and her all by the holy profession, and now she
is supremely happy. She has just celebrated there, in prayer, this Christmas
eve, the anniversary of the day on which God sent her the trial which was

to endin her happiness. We leave the necklace there,” she concluded, “for
its pearls have become doubly precious for Sister Flora.”
JEREMIAH CosTELLO, ’09.

ANGELS AT THEFCRIB

THE HOLY NIGHT
Just above the bleak horizon
Peers the spectral moon,
While the stars from frosty heavens

Sparkle thro’ the gloom.
From the darkling pines on hill-slopes
Comes a dismal sound,

And the shrieking blasts of winter
Wake the silence round.
Through the desert streets of Bethlehem
For his Virgin Spouse,
Joseph seeks in vain a shelter
In some wayside house.
Just beyond the city’s portals
Is a cavern deep,
Which in driving rain gives harbor
To the frightened sheep.
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Here the two rejected strangers
Find a safe retreat
.
From the chilling breath of winter,
From the frozen sleet.
Eastward from this lonely grotto
Lies a grassy plain,

Where, anon, some lonely shepherds
Watch their fleecy train.

Suddenly the sable heavens
Glow with mystic light,

Angel faces sweetly smiling
Dissipate all fright.
“Unto you is born a Savior,”

Their clear voices sing
;
“Go to Bethlehem; in a manger
You shall find your King!”
Joyfully they, hasten onward,
As the angels told,
And the Virgin with the swathed

Infant they behold.
Hearts aglow with faith and love, they
Kneel upon the floor,

And with fervent soul-outpourings
JESUS they adore.

Epmunp Hats, ’07.
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-A CHRISTMAS LEGEND

HRISTMAS DAY, of all days, is one of unbounded joy; joy
of soul and body, joy for every redeemed creature, especially
) for every Christian the world over. It is a day of joy for, children, a day of joy for the poor, a day of joy for parted friends
and relatives who meet, a day of joy for the old who enjoy the
happiness of the young. It is, as the following story will show,
-a day of supreme joy to the poor souls in purgatory.
In a certain well-known church, in the suburbs of a large city, on Christmas eve many years ago, the sexton, fatigued after the labors of the day,

sat down in a pew to rest a little after having locked and secured the doors
and windows of the edifice. This was about 9:30 p.M., and except the faint
light emitted by the sanctuary lamp, all was darkness around him.
Thinking of how very busy he had been since he rose from bed that
morning, and of his frequent coming and going here and there, a feeling
of drowsiness crept over him, and this not meeting with any resistance,
developed into a strong slumber from which he was awakened only when
the tower clock struck twelve. Astonished to discover that he had slept
over two hours, he turned to leave the pew, and looking up towards the
altar he was amazed to see it lit up as by a flash and all within the sanctuary aglow with light, beautiful in its brilliancy, yet not dazzling or in
any way hurtful to behold. Besides this light, candles were burning on
the altar and vestments laid out on a table near it as if waiting to be used
by some expected priest; but the sexton knew there was no priest looked
for, neither did he light the candles nor set out the vestments, as there was
to be no Mass until four o’clock Christmas morning. Still amazed, and

now riveted as it were to the floor, he began to feel somewhat afraid; drops

of cold perspiration formed on his forehead and rolled down his face, and
his limbs felt as if unable to support his body.
He now knelt down and commenced to pray, and while doing so, looking
in the direction of the altar he beheld coming out of the Sacristy a won-

derful procession of beings of various sizes and ages,—men, women, and
in what seemed to be a
children, or what appeared to be, each enveloped

dark-colored cloak reaching to the ground and having a hood attached

which covered the head.

They marched slowly in single file and in pro-

found silence, through the Sanctuary, out into the church, then into the
pews, filling them all up, except that one in which the sexton was; this they

passed by. Lastly, at the end of the procession there came a venerable look-

ing man, tall, but stooped, his scanty hair white and falling on his shoulders, and his beard white also, reaching to his breast. Instead of a cloak

as an outer garment, he wore a cassock, which indicated that he was a priest.
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This old man, instead of following the procession, went directly to
the
middle of the lowest altar step, knelt there a few moments in prayer,
rose,

went to the table on which lay the vestments before mentioned,
and commenced to clothe himself with them as do priests when about
to offer the
Holy Mass. Having finished this, he then slowly and solemnly
proceeded
to the middle of the altar step, genuflected, rose, made the sign
of the
cross, saying, “In nomine Patris,” ete. “Introibo ad altare
Dei.” He
waited for the response to this, but there was none.
“Introibo ad altare Dei,’ he repeated, and again waited as before,
but
still no response.
“Introibo ad altare Dei,’ said he once more, and receiving no response
,
he turned partly round and remarked pathetically, “Is there no
one here
who can serve this Mass ?”
:
The sexton, hearing and seeing these occurrences as just related, became
more afraid than ever. In fact, he was now so frightened as to be
almost
incapable of doing anything, even if he knew what to do. However,
in the
midst of his fear and perplexity he continued his prayers, and as he
did he
imagined himself gaining a little strength and courage, and with this
he
felt a mysterious kind of force interiorly urging him to go serve the Mass.
In addition to this he distinctly heard the words, “Go serve the Mass,”
pronounced by an unseen speaker, and this produced so great an effect
on
- him that he went instantly and assisted the priest in the way he had
often
done on other occasions.
As soon as he commenced to move in the direction of the altar, the whole

assembly, which up to that moment had been bowed down in apparent dis-

tress, now knelt upright and uttered what appeared like a sigh as it were
of relief, and this was the only perceptible sound it made from its entranc
e
into the church up to that moment.
The priest went on with offering the Holy Sacrifice in the usual way,
except that in his words and movements, and indeed in his whole appearance, he manifested the most extraordinary reverence and attention. ©Looking towards heaven at the Gloria in excelsis, he gave forth the angelic song:

with such feeling and fervor that every moment his body appeared as if
about to rise from the ground and disappear with his words in the sur-

rounding air; and when pronouncing the concluding words of this hymn,,

“Quomiam tu solus Sanctus,” etc., (“For Thou only art holy,” ete.,) he bent

down so slowly and with such solemnity and reverence as if he were about.
to annihilate himself in the presence of the Divine Majesty.
He continued this with undiminished fervor through the various parts.

of the Holy Sacrifice until he came to the Preface, and this he read with
a dignity and solemnity of tone strictly in keeping with the celestial char-

acter of this part of the Sacred Function. The closing words, “Sanctus
Sanctus! Sanctus !’’ and following, were pronounced as if a sacred awe had

taken possession of him, and that, under its influence, he felt how truly-
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little, yea, even contemptible a creature he was in the presence of Him
whose power and glory fill heaven and earth. The congregation (as I must
call it) behind him appeared to be moved by thesame spirit as was the
priest, for at the sound of these words, all, still in profound silence, instantly prostrated themselves in adoration and remained so until after the

Consecration.
The Consecration and Elevation followed in due time, but their effect
is beyond description. Low, plaintive moans indicating intense pain, and
deep sighs expressive of longing, ardent desire, resounded through the entire
building and continued for some minutes after the Elevation. After haying pronounced the sacred words and adored the Sacramental God, the old
priest, penetrated as he was with indescribable reverence in the adorable
Presence, stood motionless a few moments, as if lost in contemplation
;
then raising his voice higher than the moans and sighs behind him, he
cried aloud, “Memento etiam, Domine,’ etc., thatis, “Be mindful, O Lord!

of Thy servants and handmaids,” ete., and then there broke forth a piteous
supplication, low, deep, sorrowful, from what appeared to be a multitude
of unseen beings in the Sanctuary, in these words,“De profundis clamavi
ad te, Domine,” ete., whichis, “Out of the depths I have cried to Thee, O
Lord!” and so on unto the end of the Psalm 129. Whilst this intercessory
entreaty was being made, a very wonderful and mysterious occurrence took
place. For, from out of the Sacred Host and the Chalice on~the altar,
two streams of what appeared like light of intense brilliancy and indescribable beauty rose, and then uniting and forming one stream, spread itself
throughout the whole church, over the assembly, then breaking up into
innumerable tiny drops like those of a sparkling, pearly mist, it fell gently
on and covered every being in the church, the sexton included. Oh, what
an enchanting sight of celestial beauty did not the whole edifice and its inmates present at that moment! A beauty compared with which there can
be imagined nothing outside what the Holy Scriptures tell of the Heavenly
Jerusalem. Mercy had descended on all assembled in the church that night,

and with this there was bestowed on each individual heavenly peace, with
inconceivable happiness and unspeakable delight.
All these heavenly favors were distinctly visible in the countenances of

the assembled multitude, especially on that of the venerable priest, whose
whole appearance from this moment unto the end of the Holy Sacrifice
plainly declared that he belonged not to earth or this world, but to heaven.

So holy an action and so reverently performed was his Communion, and so
utterly impossible of description was his appearance after receiving it, that
it must of necessity be passed by.

With continued recollection and fervent devotion, the last prayers were
said, and the Gospel of St. John commenced, and still the celestial light in
its indescribable beauty and glory, remained unabated throughout the
church, on the priest and on the people; but when the venerable servant
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of God slowly and solemnly pronounced the words of the Evangelist, “And

the Word was made Flesh, and dwelt among us,” his voice faltered, tears
of heavenly delight ran down his aged cheeks, and he trembled all over
with emotion. Then looking up to heaven he gave forth in a loud, clear
voice the concluding words, “And we have seen His glory, the glory as it’
were of the only Begotten Son of the Father, full of grace and truth.”
At this moment a new influx of divine light—the light of glory, perhaps,

a light more beautiful, yea, and in a multitude of ways, than that already

there—filled the whole edifice, and new blessings descended, new happiness,

new delight took possession of each individual, and without sign or signal

from any quarter, all arose and by a common impulse moved out of the
pews and in single file proceeded through the Sanctuary into the Sacristy,

accompanied, as it appeared to be, by a vast multitude of heavenly spirits,

and all singing as they moved along, the grand old Christian hymn, “Adeste

Fidelis,” and disappeared.

Before leaving, the venerable priest, turning to the sexton, said: “You
have done well, and we owe you much. Before the octave of this Festival

you will be with us enjoying your reward.”

On the sixth day after this, the sexton died, without any assignable cause.
T. O’MeEnoy, 708.
.
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’ B® CHRISTMAS PRESENT
~

HEN gathered together on Christmas Day at Mr. Wilson’s
home, I was requested to amuse the party with a story.
I related this little romantic tale in which I myself had
taken a prominent part:
In the year 1903, I made a trip to Gonaives, in Hayti,
staying at the Montego Hotel. I occupied a room to the
north of the hotel, which was large and well-furnished, having French
windows opening out upon a spacious balcony. A few days after my
arrival, the room adjoining mine was occupied by a man about forty-five

years old called Mr. Renor, anda girl about nineteen.

He was tall and

stately, but his careworn face and grave appearance indicated that he had
undergone hardships in the past. The girl, however, was beautiful and
looked younger than her years. I soon learned from the proprietor, with
whom I was well acquainted, that the girl was suffering from ill-health,
and consequently did not often appear in public. I learned, a week after
that she was dead.
On the night of her death, I was sitting in my room, reading and smoking in a very lazy mood. Suddenly I was aroused by the report of a pistol
in Mr. Renor’s apartments, followed by a few shrieks and groans. It was
but a short time after that I saw a figure walking along the balcony and
stop at my window. Although amazed, I hurried to the window, and to my
horror came face to face with the dead girl. If ever I was frightened in
my life, it was surely then. She bade me not to fear, but open the window
and let her in. I did as she requested.
“Q senor,” she cried, “for God’s sake, help me out of this building.”
I tried to ask her concerning this excitement, but she refused, saying that

she would tell me all some other time, only if I would aid in her escape.
“Perhaps you could lend me some of your clothes,” she said. So I
ushered her into the large cupboard, the kind used in all the hotels of Hayti,

while I hurried to the door leading out into the hall, to make sure it was
locked against all intruders.

“Do you think I will be discovered?” she inquired, as she came forth

dressed in one of my traveling suits and holding in her hand a long rope

which was in the cupboard. “This rope will help me,” she added. “We
will tie it to the balcony, and by sliding down I will alight in the alley
below.”
I thought this the safest way for her escape.

We noiselessly crept out on

the balcony and tied the rope to it. Before I had time to speak, she uttered
a word of thanks, grasped the rope, and descended into the darkness below.
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I returned to my room with the rope and placed it in the cupboard. Closing the window and attaching the blinds, I then retired to bed. With
thoughts confused concerning the motives of this supposed dead girl’s
flight, I fell asleep. The next morning I heard the news that Mr. Renor
was shot by an unknown man. The murderer himself lay dead in Mr.
Renor’s room with the pistol by his side. As no marks of violence could
be discovered on his body, a doctor of the vicinity stated that the assassin
had died suddenly after his crime. Nothing was found in his pockets or

in the room which led to the man’s identification, so. the body was buried
soon after in the city graveyard.

I left Gonaives with the intention of making a trip to Manila.

I in-

formed the hotel proprietor of my projected tour and bade him good-by.
At the harbor of San Francisco, just before taking the boat, I was surprised in being accosted by a well-dressed, handsome, delicate-looking
young man: “I am glad to meet you, Mr. Kinney.”
“But, sir,” I answered, “I do not know you.”
“T am Senorita Renor, whom you saved at Gonaives, and I want you
to save me again,” was the reply.
I was not slow to recognize the daughter of Mr. Renor, and inquired how
I again was to be her savior.
“Tt is not befitting,” she said, “that I tell you now all my story, but I
hope the time will come when you will understand the right and wrong of
this affair. I have but one purpose in coming here to-day, and that is, I
want you to take me to Manila with you.”
“Take you to Manila,” I asked, in astonishment.
“Yes; I hear you are going. The sooner I leave this town the better
and more happy I will become, for a few detectives are on my track on

account of the recent trouble down at the Montego Hotel in Hayti.”
She assured me that she had money enough to defray expenses. Although
I was uncertain of the girl’s character, I was deeply touched by her misfortune, and decided to take her on the trip.
It was the 24th of December when we arrived at the Hawaiian Islands.
We reached Honolulu about 10:00 a.m. As the ship was due at Manila
on an appointed day, it was to leave sharply at five the next morning.
Knowing this, Senorita Renor and myself enjoyed the day in sight-seeing
and betook ourselves early to our rooms in the hotel. I awoke the next

morning to find there was little time left before the ship’s departure, so
I hurriedly dressed myself and prepared for the trip. Seeing that the
young lady was not up, I thought it proper to awake her. I knocked at her
door sveral times, but received no reply. I then pushed it open, and enter-

ing, discovered to my surprise that the room was empty.

Nowhere in the

hotel was she to be found. I was sorely puzzled over her disapparition, but,
as the ship was soon to leave, I had no time to inquire as to her whereabouts.
After a year in the Philippines, I returned to my home in San Francisco.
It was not long when I received a registered letter dated December 25th,
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1905, just a year after the day I left Senorita Renor at Honolulu.

Break-

ing open the seals, I found a box, from which I took a beautiful gold
watch. Attached to it was a little piece of paper which bore the following
words: “Mr. Ures, the husband of Senorita Renor, extends to you his
sincere thanks for the safety of his wife.’ I was perplexed to know who
this Mr. Ures could be, but the mystery was solved in the most unexpected

manner.
Strolling through the Empire Park at San Francisco one summer’s evening, I was stopped by an elderly gentleman:

“Good evening, Mr. Kinney,

I hope you know me yet.”
“No, sir,” I answered
; “I believe we never met before.”
“Well, do you remember Mr. Taos, the proprietor of the Montego Hotel

in Hayti.”
“Why, how are you, Mr. Taos?” I answered.
old since I saw you last.”

“You have grown rather

“But, Mr. Kinney, how was your trip with Senorita Renor to the Philippines ?”
“Are you aware of that trip?” I asked, with amazement, for I imagined
no one knew that she had been my companion.
—

“T received a letter from her telling me of your voyage and her elopement at Honolulu.

Quite a surprise, wasn’t it?”

“Can you explain her departure?” I demanded.
“T can,” he answered, “if you promise what I confide to you will be kept
secret till I and the Senorita are dead. She told me of your kindness

towards her, and if I ever saw you, to tell you and only you this story.”
I promised absolute silence.
“Mr. Renor,” he continued, “belonged to a noble family in Spain.

A

murder was committed and suspicion fell upon him. Although really innocent, he was tried and condemned to be imprisoned for life. Becoming

acquainted with Mr. Orizaba, the guard of the prison, terms were soon
made between them that he would liberate Mr. Renor, provided the latter
gave his daughter in marriage to Orizaba. Renor consented, although the
Senorita had already been married, unknown to her father, to Mr. Ures,
a young Spanish gentleman. Renor was liberated, and with his daughter

sailed for Hayti. Arriving at Gonaives, they occupied the room adjoining
yours in the Montego Hotel. It was only then that the Senorita revealed
to her father her secret marriage with Ures. Mr. Renor felt troubled over

the affair, as he knew Orizaba was coming to Hayti to marry his daughter,
and he himself as a man of honor could not break his word. From then
on he was thinking how he could prevent this second marriage. Now Mr.

Ures, the Senorita’s lawful husband, left Spain to make his home in Honolulu. It was not long after when Mr. Renor received a letter from Orizaba
informing him of the latter’s coming to Hayti. Then it was Mr. Renor’s

time to prevent the marriage.

He had the Senorita given medicine by
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my private doctor, so that she could feign death. When Orizaba arrived at
the hotel, he met Renor in his room lamenting the loss of his daughter.
After Orizaba and Renor had drunk together, they chatted, but it was
a short chat, for Orizaba suddenly dropped over. ‘You treacherous villain,’
he cried, ‘you have poisoned me,’ and with the strength left in his body

he drew forth from his pocket a pistol and shot Mr. Renor.

Orizaba’s

death was caused by poison placed in the wine given him by Renor. The
Senorita, awakened immediately by the report of the pistol, fled to the balcony to be assisted by you.”
Thanking him for this longed-for information, and giving him my
address, that he might write often, I returned home.
Now, friends, I have related this to you because I received a letter, forwarded from my old home in San Francisco. It was from the wife of Mr.
Taos, stating that her husband had died of heart trouble and that the
Senorita Renor was no more among the living.
I have received many Christmas presents, but the one I cherish most is

this gold watch from the Senorita, which reminds me of that strange but
most romantic trip of my life.

Witii1aM P. O’Connor, 708.
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“Beanie aur:

“Be cheerful,” said a little bird,
“And list to what ] sing,
No

;

’

:

Perchanee you have already heard
‘The message that } bring

“Be cheerful when the sun doth shine
Bnd all your life is gay;
When love is warm and friends combine
|
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. Be’ cheerful when your labors crush
Kya life is dark and gray;
FPor cheerfulness doth murmurs hush
Rnd smiles drive gloom away.

“Be cheerful,’ chirped the bird again,

Gnd tossed his merry head.

“In vain and sunshine, joy and pain-“Phen ceased his song and fled.
—A. Zengerle, ’09

THE S. M. I. EXPONENT

Christmas
dark! the strains of sweetest music
Float upon the midnight air,
Rnd a calm, sweet peace has settled

lere on earth, yea, everywhere:
FPor the choir of angel voices
GVeaselessly do sing the strain,

“Glory be to God on highest;
Peace on earth, good-will to men!”

Tho! within a manger lowly
Tbies a Babe in Mary's arm,
@iving forth a benediction
‘Which shall shield the world from hare
spo the choir of angel voices Geaselessly do sing the strain,
“Glory be to (Rod on highest!
Peace on earth, good-will to men!"

—John C. Costello, '08.
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A CHILD’S WISH

ARIE was the only child of John Martin, a successful merchant of New York and a millionaire. He and his eightyear-old child, with a retinue of servants at their command,
lived in a stately mansion on Fifth Avenue. John Martin’s
wife had died when their child was only one year old, and
in her death he had experienced the first and greatest sorrow of his life. He loved his child with all his heart, and in return the
child lavished upon him all the tender affection possible for a child to
lavish upon its father.
It was Christmas eve. The white-capped nurse had prepared Marie for
bed, heard her night prayer, and left the room. John Martin sat beside
his little daughter and listened lovingly to her childish prattle. Marie
had perplexed her father greatly during the weeks that preceded Christmas.
Several epistles had she written to Santa Claus, making known to the good
old Saint her many wants, but when finished, she would often address her
father as she was doing now, “Papa, there’s something very particular I
want, which I am going to ask Santa Claus for only when he comes.”
“But won't you tell papa what it is, darling ?”
“No, papa; I’d rather not. Papa, won’t you please wake me when Santa
Claus comes, so-that I can tell him ?”
“Yes, darling, if you are not sleeping too soundly.”
“But, papa, promise me that you will wake me, and I will take a nap

to-morrow to make up for the loss of sleep.”

The father promised faithfully, kissed her fair forehead, and tenderly
laid the child upon her bed. His face expressed the wonderment which he
felt. The child seemed entirely too serious for one so young.
When Mr. Martin reached the library the toys were spread in readiness
for Santa Claus. A high tree stood in the center of the room, and about
it were heaped a variety and amount of toys that would have sufficed for
a dozen children.

About an hour later the father returned to his daughter’s room to fill the
little stocking which hung at the foot'of the bed. A piece of paper carefully
folded protruded from the top. Mr. Martin drew it out and read the lines,

written in a large and childish handwriting:
“DEAR SANTA Craus, I was afraid of not seeing you to-night, and therefore have written you this note. There is something that I want very much
which I did not mention in the letter I wrote you. Please, dear Santa, I
would like very, very much to have a mamma.”

A LETTER TO SANTA
Dear old Santa, come this way,
Bring me something nice to play:
A jumping-jack, a pocket-knife;

A hobby-horse, a drum and fife;
A bright new tin horn, one that toots,
A pair of big, warm rubber boots;

A pair of skates, a brand-niw sled,
A picture-book for me and Fred;
A Noah’s ark and bat and ball,
And a box of candy— that is all.
From Eddie, ’18-

th
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SANTA’S MESSENGER
ARGARET, I’m tired playing
with these old blocks,” said
oO
Harry Bradford, one evening. “I do hope Santa Claus will
bring me some new toys.”
“And me, too,” chimed in his five-year-old sister Nellie.
“Dolly’s hair is gone and she don’t go to sleep any more.”
x
The governess thus addressed formed with her surroundings a charming sight. The light from the open fireplace cast a glow over
the nursery, completing the picture of innocence and love.
“Never mind, children,’ Margaret answered, kindly. “Only three days
more and it will be Christmas. Then, I’m sure, all your wishes will be
granted.”
“But, Margaret,” replied Harry, approaching the young lady, confidently,
“mamma said that Santa Claus would not bring us much this year, because
we were too poor, and, Margaret, did you notice, mamma’s so sad of late?
Yesterday she cried when that man came and said our house would soon be

sold if we did not pay the $1,000 we owed him. Will he sell our home and
make us leave, Margaret?”

“OQ Harry, you must be mistaken,” the girl answered, in greatsurprise.
“This house has belonged to your people ever since your great-grandfather’s
itime,—but, child, you must not speak thus of your ‘mother’Saffairs to other

people. Your mamma has been unwell since your papa died; that is why
she is so sad.”
“T never do speak of mamma’s affairs,” the boy said, playfully leaning
his ‘head upon her shoulder, “except to you,. Margaret, and you are ours.
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Listen, this is. what mamma said, ‘If I only had a thousand dollars I could

save the old home.’ Margaret, if I was only bigger I’d get her the thousand
dollars. I’d—sell papers or do something to earn back the money that
was stolen from papa.”

“Yes, Harry,” the girl replied, “some day you will be your mother’s support, but now—it is bedtime. See, Nellie is already prepared to go to bed.”
“Margaret,” pleaded the boy, as they ascended the stairs to their sleeping
apartments, “won’t you tell us again, before we go to sleep, the story of the
Child of Bethlehem?” And with great earnestness and sincere piety the
young governess repeated the old, yet ever new story of the Christ-Child,
while the children drifted into dreamland.
The Christmas season had always been a time of great rejoicing in the
Bradford home, but this year it was not to be so. Mrs. Bradford was melancholy and did little to bring Christmas cheer into her once happy home.
It was evident that some misfortune besides her physical weakness had
brought about this state of mind so unbefitting her character.

On Christmas eve Mrs. Bradford and Margaret sat in the large, oldfashioned library, while the children amused themselves in the next room.
Three weeks earlier Margaret had informed her employer that she intended

giving up her position as governess, and Mrs. Bradford now spoke about
her leaving. “Margaret,” she said, “can I not persuade you to stay? You
know that all of us, and especially the children, shall miss you very much.”
“Mrs. Bradford,” Margaret answered, “I, too, regret very much to leave
you and Harry and Nellie, for during these five years I have indeed learned
to love you dearly.”
Mrs. Bradford was about to reply when a sudden thud of the old knocker
interrupted her. The children ceased their laughter and followed Margaret
to the door. A messenger handed the girl a sealed packet and hurried down
the street. Returning to the lighted room, Margaret read the address:
“To Harry and Nellie Bradford, Christmas greetings.”
With cries of joy the children placed the mysterious gift upon their
mother’s lap and opened it, and lo! their anticipation was changed to awe
and wonder when ten crisp one-hundred-dollar bills lay spread out before

them.
“What does this mean?” cried Mrs. Bradford. “There must be a mistake.”
-“Tt’s from Santa Claus,” Nellie replied, in a disappointed tone, for she

had wanted a doll more than anything else.
“There is no mistake as to the address,” Margaret said, examining the

wrapper.

“Mrs. Bradford,” she continued, after a pause, “you once told

me that your husband had been robbed of just such a sum of money.

Do

you think it improbable that the guilty person has now made restitution,

being moved by the spirit of peace and good-will that pervades this holy

season ?” _

;
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“It may be so,” Mrs. Bradford answered, slowly. “At that time the
money disappeared just as mysteriously as this has been received.”
Mrs. Bradford became her old self again. When Christmas. morning
dawned it showed a marked change in the old homestead. Festoons of
holly and mistletoe adorned the walls and a great tree stood in the,nursery.

Christmas cheer rang through the house as it had done of old.

Yet the

day ended sadly. When evening came Margaret bid a last farewell to her
friends in the Bradford home.
The next evening Mrs. Bradford read in the paper the announcement:
“Miss Margaret Davis, who has lately fallen heir to her uncle’s property,
has disposed of her fortune, and after a visit to relatives in the East- will
enter the Convent of the Sisters of Charity.”
Mrs. Bradford’s eyes were dim with tears as she called her children to

her side,—yet, why should she tell them what she suspected, for they would
not understand, so she kissed them both and murmured, “Margaret, our
benefactor.”
ALBERT ZENGERLE, 709.
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Greetings
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It is with marked pleasure that after four months of
study and seclusion, we perceive the festive days of Yule-

tide looming in the near future. Christmas is a time of
pleasure, and pleasure is what human nature in each of us craves for, without ever attaining it in its plenitude; it is intermingled with too many
sorrows. So important a place, however, does pleasure occupy in our existence, that certain philosophers, deceived by appearances, the medium
through which they see and judge of the essence of things, consider our
souls to be nothing but the collection of pleasures and sorrows that we
experience. This idea of the soul, although wholly inadequate, is conformable with appearances. Life is indeed made up of a long chain of sensations that follow in rapid succession, leaving upon our soul an impress

in the shape of pleasure or sorrow.

According to psycho-physicists, a

pleasurable sensation is intensified in proportion as it is separated from
another of similar kind and of equal degree; and a pleasurable sensation is

at its best when the stimulus that provoked it is the best adapted to produce pleasure, and affects us at very rare intervals. Christmas is a stimulus of this kind, especially for the college boy.. Weeks and months of
separation from home have made him value, as he never did before, the
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love of fond parents and friends, the charms of the family circle, and it is
not surprising that the souvenir of past pleasures about to be renewed

should provoke a happiness comparable only to the happiness caused by the
reality itself.

This joy inherent to the Christmas holidays is incidentally increased for
the members of THE Exponent staff, by the fact that this Christmas number of the College journal marks the completion of its fourth year of

existence. The officers of the staff have all contributed by their talent and
energy to make the past year a successful one; but they realize full well
that the success of the work is due, in a great extent, to the kind and indulgent consideration of subscribers to THE EXPONENT, as well as to the
financial assistance of those whose names appear in its advertising columns.
In tendering to these zealous codperators our hearty thanks, we desire at
the same time to transmit our cordial Christmas greetings. We wish all
our friends a multitude of temporal blessings and a bountiful portion of
the pure and intimate joys that the lovable Infant of Bethlehem alone

can bestow.
College

Education

Education is a topic which, for having been discussed
—_so often, would be considered trite, if it were not that new
social and intellectual conditions add other aspects to the

problem and make it more and more intricate, so much so that the previous

solutions, although excellent in a way, no longer meet, with the new requirements and must needs be looked upon as inadequate. Indeed, until recent
years, the problem was comparatively a simple one. It comprised, besides
a thorough training in matters of religion and ethics, little more than the

elementary studies that compose the curriculum of the public or parochial
schools of the present day. These acquirements, supplemented by progressive reading and applied with honest industry, were sufficient to raise
a man head and shoulders above the crowd; and such in reality were the
only attainments of the majority of the rich and influential men of the
generation that is passing away, who are very appropriately styled “selfmade” men.
But the time has come when the self-made man of this type is no longer

a possibility.

Of late years, instruction has been given such widespread

development that high-school training is within the reach of all classes,

and that college education is no longer reserved to the privileged few, who
are destined for a professional career such as divinity, law, teaching, medicine, journalism, engineering, etc. Competition among business corporations has waxed so keen within the last decade or two, that the directors

of these firms are forced to rely on the resourceful minds of college-bred
men, in order to solve the difficult problems that rise hourly, and upon the
issue of which often depend the success or failure of the whole enterprise.

And thus it is that even the business life of America at the present day is
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not only influenced, but directed and upheld by college-trained men. In_
consulting recent statistics, published by Princeton, we find that, since
1898, over fifty per cent. of the graduates of this university are in a business profession, and the number is yearly increasing. The day is certainly
near at hand when college education will be a necessity for every young
man who desires to attain a position of prominence. The demand for highly
cultured men is already so great that it can scarcely be supplied, and we

often meet with the surprising anomaly of few men competing for highsalaried offices, and of a multitude struggling to occupy low-paying positions in which brain and character are not essential. Notwithstanding
these well-known facts, we still find sordid-minded people who, when there

is question of higher education, put the question:

“Does a college educa-

tion pay? Does the mental return derived from such a training compensate

for the investment involved ?”
The college graduate, it is true, contrary to the fond hopes he, as well
as his parents, may have cherished, will not be called upon, the day after
his graduation, to occupy an easy and high-salaried position. Unless favored by exceptional circumstances, he will have to begin as others desirous
to know the details of a business profession, at the bottom in the lower
ranks. But his superior intelligence will soon attract the attention of his —
employer; in one year he will be able to cover as much ground as his lesscultured co-worker in five years, and in the space of a few years he will

be raised to a prominent position among the foremen or directors’
of the
corporation.

The young man who has completed a university course has

an incalculable advantage over the much-vaunted self-made man, and the
pecuniary investment incident to university studies is far from being unprofitable. Education is a great time-saver and a guarantee of success.
But aside from its remunerative value, a college education including
serious religious and moral training, possesses other merits that are of a
higher order: it makes the student a scholar and a gentleman. Whatever
be his station in life, exalted or humble, he henceforth deserves to be classed
among those who seek for the betterment of the world, and he is well prepared to cope with the moral and social questions that are so momentous
in the destinies of mankind. He values success not so much by the amount
of riches accumulated, as by the development of his mind and heart, and
by his degree of influence for good. A thorough college education is a
foundation upon which the noblest purposes can be built up; it reveals aims

and ambitions never thought of before, ideals that are worthy of our God-

given faculties, and bears with it the energy and the power to realize them.
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In Grateful

On November 3, a High Mass of Requiem was cele-

Remembrance — brated in the Institute Chapel for the departed members
of the Henry Ferneding family. Henry Ferneding’s son,
Clem J., *57, and wife, and his grandchildren, Harry L. FernEpING, ’89,
and Marie Ferneding, were among those in attendance. This Mass has
been celebrated regularly each year since 1854. During the summer of
that year Mr. Ferneding offered the sum of $1,500 to the Brothers of Mary,
on condition that they would have an annual High Mass celebrated in
perpetuity for the departed members of his family on the day following
All Souls’ Day. At that time the Brothers were in dire straits, having
been obliged to erect a new building with only the woods of St. Mary’s to
furnish timber, and the Brothers to do the masons’ and carpenters’ work.

The timely donation of their benefactor enabled the Brothers not only to
finish the house, but also to purchase twelve acres of land to the north of
the property, thereby keeping the city cemetery at a convenient distance

from the premises.
A thing which caused those brave pioneers much annoyance for a long
time after their arrival in 1849, was that the merchants of Dayton hesitated to sell them goods on credit. Henry Ferneding lent his name to the
Brothers, and thenceforward they had no trouble in purchasing necessaries.
The annual High Mass for the Ferneding family has been celebrated for
over half a century. Ten days after its celebration last year the venerable
gentleman died, at the age of ninety-four years. As a token of gratitude

for his great help to the Brothers, their Superior General had affiliated
him, as well as his family to the third generation, to the Society of Mary.
Union County,
Kentucky

On October 15 we welcomed Reverend James J. Pike,
°70, then of Union County, Kentucky, and now pastor of

St. Charles Church, St. Mary, in the same State.

Father

Pike came for a visit of two days, and brought with him a good store of
information about the Old Boys in Union County. During the six years
following the Civil War that little county of the Blue Grass State had more
than thirty representatives at S. M. I. Many are still alive and are doing

THE S. M. I. EXPONENT

well.

403

In 1869, James Pike was but one of nine lads from that thriving

county, who came on the same train. The reverend visitor seemed to pass
pleasant hours in talking of the Spaldings, Wights, Clemens, Hites, Cambrons, Wathens, Gibsons, Lancasters, Pikes, Byrnes, and the many other
families that had boys at the Institute in those days when no Catholic

college existed in Kentucky. Brother Charles Woelfel, the present steward
of the Institute, who was Father Pike’s prefect thirty-six years ago, was
much pleased to meet his old boy.

Another Wedding Ring

Brother Waldron brought us plenty of good news from
Cleveland on his recent visit, but none better than the

latest about Virett TrerREL, 00.

Virgil became a Bene-

dict on Tuesday, October 30, when he wedded Miss Edna Donnelly., The
ceremony was performed at a Nuptial High Mass in the Blessed Sacrament
Church, by Father Thomas P. Lamb. That the blessings of God, so religiously received on their wedding day, may accompany this happy Forest

City couple all the days of a long life, is the wish and prayer of Virgil’s
Alma Mater.
It becomes our sorrowful duty to record. the death of

R.1. P.

an old friend of St. Mary’s, Mr. Conrad Gerdes, who died

at Middletown, Ohio, on October 8. Mr. Gerdes was the
father of Rey. Aloysius M. Gerdes, ’76, pastor of St. John’s Church, Middletown, and lived with his son for the last ten years of his life. He resided formerly at New Richmond, Ohio, whence he sent Aloysius to the
Institute, and where his remains were tenderly laid to rest. In asking
Father Gerdes to accept the sympathies of his Alma Mater, we most ear-

nestly beg the prayers of our readers for the repose of the soul of the
deceased.

A Twenty-First

Birthday

|

= An appreciative audience of Dayton’s music-loving peo-

ple filled the beautiful Church of the Sacred Heart on

Monday evening, October 15, to hear the organ recital
Deger, the talented young organist of the Church. The
A.
Urban
given by
program comprised compositions by such noted men as J. S. Bach and G.
Ferrata, and they were brilliantly interpreted by the organist. Urban

attended St. Mary’s for several years, leaving in 1904 to devote his entire

time to the study of the organ. He is faithfully following in the footsteps
of another Old Boy who occupied the same place with much credit to himself ten years ago, and who is now Rev. F. JosEPH Ketzy, 790, of Peoria,
Illinois. A particularly interesting number on the program was No. 4,
in which JosePH B. Murpry, ’01, one of Dayton’s best-known young sing-

ers, gave a splendid exhibition of his rich bass voice by his magnificent
rendering of the difficult Haendel aria, “Honor and Arms,” from Samson.

404

THE S. M. I. EXPONENT

A pleasant coincidence with the organ recital was the fact that our former

student had, on that day entered his twenty-second year of life.

Latest about
When the Alumni Editor happened into Alumni Hall,
Alumni Hall Monday noon, November 31, he beheld a novel sight.—

The Exponent artist was immediately called and sketched
the mouse while it worked. Shall Miss Mouse finish the portrait ?
‘
The scene was too interesting; so it was left undisturbed. We have been

informed that a committee of Alumni, consisting of one member from
each class and headed by their general manager, will soon pay a visit to

the Hall; and we have feared. It has been asserted since, by one who
knows, that our four-pawed portraitist will have plenty of time, and more.
A. Rra@an, 707.
{
CLIPPINGS

It Pays to

Advertise

Chas. R. Gadsden, ’74, of Chicago, whose whereabouts

we asked for in the November Exponent, has been found.

He is at present occupying the position of adjuster for

several big insurance companies of his native city.

A former member of

the Faculty called upon him at his office. Charlie was very happy to meet
once again a Brother of Mary, and the two rehearsed old College days for

more than an hour, during which the names of Brothers Zehler, John

Henry, Bertram, and “Little” Brother Adam, were prominent. Charlie
was much pleased to hear of the progress of St. Mary’s and, to show that
his interest in the welfare of his Alma Mater was not dimmed by time,

he immediately subscribed to THE Exponent. He hopes that business will
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soon call him to Champaigne, Illinois, to meet his old seatmate, “Mike” |

Coughlin, and also to Ohio to greet the “old school” again.
One of those who will be most pleased to meet him at St. Mary’s will

be Brother Chas. Woelfel, his former prefect, who remembers very well not

only Charlie, but also his brother William.

Brother Charles likewise re-

members with pleasure two other boys of those times in his division, his
two best leaders on the walks. to Shakertown, Beavertown, and elsewhere.

They are Millard Poor and his brother Edgar, of Cincinnati.

We would

be glad to hear of or from these two Old Boys and hope some kind reader
of this issue of THE Exponent will come to the help of the Alumni Editor.
Echoes from
Erie, Pa. -

A °9% Boy writes: “I have just finished reading the
November Exponent. It has pleased me very much, especially in its Alumni Notes, which I always look over with
special interest, as I have many chums among the Old Boys, like Chas.
Wetzel, Dr. Moorman, and Rey. (Jos.) Norbert Gottbrath, whom you mentioned in the last issue.”—We are trying our very best to have all Old Boys
think the same, and would feel more encouragement at our work, if at
times they would tell us they are satisfied with our efforts.
FrepD HACKMAN, 708.
GEMS

We regret exceedingly that we cannot publish in this

A Crying Need issue the third series of St. Mary’s graduates. The photographs of the following four are still wanted; we are
ready to accept them from anywhere, in any way, at any time, of any size,
with any shape:
Edw. 8. McDonnell, *95, whose address is in care of the C. Crane Lumber
Co., Cincinnati, Ohio.
Theo. W. Wimberg, 95, in care of 2910 Woodbury Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio.
Wm. L. Wise, 96, whose address is 333 Park St., Dayton, Ohio.
Edw. J. Yockey, ’96, whose address is 202 Free Press Bldg., Milwaukee,

Wisconsin.
A Sprectat Orrer.—To thefirst. person presenting the Alumni Editor
with any one of the above photos, we will, by special arrangement, give a
complimentary subscription of one year to THE EXPONENT.

P.S.—Our earnest endeavors to obtain the missing photos of the graduates have been crowned with partial success, and we have, accordingly,
the pleasure of acknowledging the receipt of photographic masterpieces
from the following:
ALOoyYsiIus WARD, 799,
JOSEPH Murpiy, 701,
Harry HAmpEL, ’00,

Harry Clemens, 701,

EMMET MAHER, 796,
JosEPH Kemper, 701,
VirGIL TERRELL, 00,

WILLIAM McGratH, 701,
Epw. M. Kanor, 01,
TuHos. P. Kanor, 02.
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We will not leave a stone unturned until we have found the last missing
one. We appeal to each and every one of the Alumni, to assist us in our
work. For further information see pp. 358 and 359 of the November, 706,
EXPONENT.

“The FiveHundred”

We understand that the editorial staff of this bright
monthly of the Dayton (Ohio) Council, Knights of Columbus, is planning a handsome souvenir edition of that

periodical, to appear about New Year, 1907. Send your orders in early
to the K. of C. Hall, 34 East Third Street, Dayton, Ohio, for the edition
will certainly be
ke having, as it is all in charge of our Old Boys, John
P. O’Connell,
, Managing editor, and his two live assistants, R. S.

Hayes, 703, and w F. Finke, 701, with C. P. Sweetman, ’77, as publisher.
Dan Moran, 07.
HERE AND THERE

Very Rev. Dean
=A year ago on December 1, a remarkable man died at
N.E. Pilger — Lancaster, Ohio, in the person of Father Nicholas Pilger,
the venerable pastor of St. Mary’s Church of that city. It
is perhaps not well known that he was at first a pupil of the Brothers of
Mary, when they had charge of the St. Aloysius Orphan Asylum, Cincinnati, ‘for twenty-two months (from January, 1854, till November, 1855).
The Asylum was then under the direction of Bro. J. B. Stintzi, at whose
suggestion the talented thirteen--year-old orphan was sent to St. Mary’s
Institute on June 4, 1855.

In his younger days Nicholas became intimately

acquainted with Brother Louis Strobel and learned to appreciate this
splendid religious and teacher, for several years the principal. of St.
Mary’s Parochial School, of whom Father Albert Reinhart, O. P., during
eight years a pupil of the Brothers of Mary at that school, recently wrote,
“T shall always think of the Brothers of Mary with much gratefulness and
affection, notably of Brother Louis Strobel, a very remarkable man and a
teacher of uncommon excellence.”
Father Pilger was a priest for fifty years, more than twenty of which

he spent in Lancaster. The Honorable M. A. Daugherty, one of his parishioners, has this to say of his priestly career: “In the confessional, on the
pulpit, at the altar, near the bedside of the dying, and in all the ceremonials

and in all the ministrations of his sacred office, Father Pilger was priestly
in the highest and holiest sense of the word.”

Bishop Hartley, of Columbus, returned from a visit to the Eternal City
just in time to celebrate the solemn pontifical High Mass of Requiem for
this one of the most beloved priests in his diocese. He arrived too late to
announce to Father Pilger that our Holy Father Pius X. had decorated
him for his many services to the Catholic Church with the title of domestic

THE S. M. I. EXPONENT

407

prelate. . On the occasion of the first anniversary of his death, we recommend the soul of our Reverend Old Boy to the prayers of our readers.
Our Best

Wishes
of this city.

J. Elmer Redelle, of Dayton, Ohio, who attended S. M.

I. in the *80’s, was married on October 27 by Rev. Father
Neville, of Holy Angels’ Church, to Miss Grace Cody, also
Elmer was formerly Secretary of the Men’s Welfare League

of the National Cash Register Company, and recently resigned that position
to become General Manager of Fairview Park. He is also Secretary of the
Dayton Team of the Central Baseball League, and has done much since his
election to that office to bring his team to the front. The Alumni Editor,
in the name of Elmer’s Alma Mater, takes pleasure in wishing Mr. and

Mrs. Redelle God’s choicest blessings.
i

Free

Advertising

From private correspondence
:

a

“Vitta St. Jean,

+ 3

“FRIBOURG, SWITZERLAND, September 16, 1906.
‘
“THE EXPONENT, which comes regularly to the local American
colony, is pounced upon and read from cover to cover by every one. The
numerous “Alumni Notes’ are often sparkling and always attractive. Many

an Old Boy has, no doubt, been allured into the enchanted circle of old
friendships by the timely heart-to-heart paragraphs of these Notes.” . .
This is not a paid advertisement. Therefore we feel deeply thankful

for such kind words. If every Old Boy who subscribes to his College paper,
would speak just half as well of it, the shekels would soon be coming in
from each and every one of the five thousand living Old Boys who still

care for “the little joys of life.”
For the Fans

Our baseball and football star, Patrick McKenney, did

not return to 8. M. I. this year, and his absence is much

regretted by all the students. He has obtained a good
position at the City Treasurer’s Office in Cleveland, and, besides, burns

midnight oil in a law school. We feel certain he will be as energetic in his
new surroundings as he was at S. M. I.
Joe, who attended St. Mary’s in 1900 and 1901, is still
well at Wapakoneta, Ohio, where he holds a good position
with the Acetylene Generator and Manufacturing Company. Though he is kept very busy, we know he has not forgotten S. M. I.
J.P. McGoff

That Gold
Medal Again

After all that has been said and written of late by Old
Boys on that subject, the Alumni Editor is obliged to

state that he is having almost as many troubles in writing
the history of the Gold Medal for Conduct (Senior Division Boarders) in

the early *90’s as Brother Bernard, the prefect, had in awarding it. At that
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time the Gold Medal for Conduct was awarded only to the best student of
the division; sometimes that superlative had to be doubled. The “Seniors”
of that epoch were splendid young men, and whosoever amongst them received the Medal had won it in a royal battle and deserves special credit
for it. No wonder one of them wrote to us, “I will wager that poor Brother
Bernard shortened his life a few years lying awake at night to decide the
issue.” We have looked up the Institute records verycarefully and obtained

the following information
:
1891—JosepH WINDBIEL. °
1892—Frep. T. NEUMANN.
1893—John Slattery and CuarLtes W. DANCER.

1894—AtEx. M. BLumentHAL and Tobias Morin.

1895—Charles F. Dick..

Honor to whom honor is due.—And thus endeth another chapter.

Our Latest

From the Capital City comes the announcement of the

Benedict

marriage of Albert D. Bernhard, 99, and Miss Cornelia
Ross, both of Columbus, Ohio. The wedding took place
at St. John the Evangelist’s Church on October 24. The Nuptial Mass

was celebrated by the pastor, Father Weisinger, in the presence of a large
gathering of friends. His brother, Josep Brernwarp, 99, was best man.
Albert is the proprietor of the Eclipse Automobile Works, in which Joseph
has also a large interest. In behalf of his Alma Mater, THE EXPONENT

extends toAlbert heartiest congratulations and wishes of a long and happy
life.

Harry Anssury, 708.

CHIPS
Doubly
Welcome

October 15: Rev. J. J. Pike.
October 16: JosEpH CLASGENS and JosEPH MAYyL,
both of ’06. Joe Clasgens, in company with his sister,
had just completed a six weeks’ tour “Way Down East.” At Utica, New

York, he met “Vic” Schlitzer, our star twirler of *04. He reports him in
fine health and O. K. all around—as ever. During his stay in Dayton, Joe
Clasgens was the guest of his old classmate, Joe Mas.
October 18: Taacob H. Klein, ’77, and wife, to show some friends his

Alma Mater and spend a pleasant afternoon.
October 19: C. J. Hafertepen, ’74, and his brother, William G. Hafertepen, *82, of Hamilton, Ohio, with ‘Colonel Hussong of the Knights of
St. John, father to Harvey J. Hussong, 97, and another friend, to see the
great progress made at S. M. I. during the past years. The quartet were
just in time to have their pictures taken with all the students by the great

box-kite camera.
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October 20: Among the many old faces that brightened up at the football game of that day, we take great pleasure to record the following:
Ropert Recan, 706, “Pere” a geaegs: °00, Louis Wheeler, 96, “Vic”
SmirH, °05, Gust. Froendhoff, 76, JOE Murry, ’01, Clem. Graves, 04,
CaRL SHERER, °06, CLARENCE Hocnw ALT, 706, Vincent Schneble, 705, Willam J. Lukaswitz, °83, Herbert Finke, 06, Lawrence Schiml, 03, HARRY

FINKE, 701, Cleophas Drufner, 03, August C. Subler, 701, John Herberger, 702.
Sunday, October 21: Lo Logzs, ’06, to call on the brother of his faithful friend, A. H. Diaz, of Pensacola, Florida.
:

The Janszen tribe of Cincinnati (eight of them), headed by Old Boy
John, who was winding up his honeymoon trip by making a pleasant call at
his Alma Mater. At the well-attended dinner, everything was served but.

the gigantic wedding cake.
Michael Gibbons, 97, to put himself on the list of the S. M. I. Philosophers under the guidance of the latest books edited by Brother Matthias
Leimkuhler.
GEORGE BRENNAN, ’06, to talk electricity—and Alumni Notes, as of last

year.
August Schiml, who attended St. Mary’s between ’64 and ’68, then of
Dayton, where he owned a drugstore, but now of Chicago, where he has
been practicing law. He is a mine of information of by--gone days. He
was accompanied by his sister and a friend. August noticed in a special
manner the great difference between the “now” and the “then” of St.
Mary’s.
October 28: Lawrence Hegler, 02, then of Loveland, Ohio, of late connected with the National Cash Register Company in this city. Lawrence
had just been promoted to a responsible position with the same firm in Los
Angeles, California; and came to bid good-by to his old chums and teachers.
November 3: Elmer Hager, °06, r
who4is kept busy at the Cash, found an
opportunity on the above date to pay his Alma Mater a welcome visit.
At the football game in which 8. M. I. defeated the Y. M. C. A.’s by a
score of 43 to 0, we were pleased to notice some of the old fans; likewise
our “little”? Leo Hergenrether, *06, from Tippecanoe, John Gockey, 703,
Epwarp Moritz, ’05.
November 8: John Kuntz, 95, to see the football scraps of the First
Division Boarders.
;

November 10:

eee HocHwa tt, *06, to see the scheduled game

and get ..
Sunday, November 11: J . EK. Mauer, *96, of Greenville, Ohio, to bring
the latest production of Garver’s photographic studio and to be delighted
in meeting his former graduating class teacher, Brother Waldron. Emmet
was on his way to Piqua to attend an initiation of the Knights of Columbus.
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Columbus,
Ohio

Subscribers to THE Exponent from the Capital City,
especially Old Boys, will find it convenient to deal in

EXPONENT matters with Brother Joseph, Principal of
Holy Cross School, northeast corner Fifth and Rich Streets.

Holy Angels’,
Dayton, Ohio

Chas. Dickman, 795, put in his appearance on October
20th, to add a few improvements to the Home of the old

Brothers and make things more comfortable for them.
Charles has been a familiar figure about the premises of late. The construction of the beautiful school and the masterly remodeling of the Church

of the Holy Angels have just been completed under his supervision. Visitors should take a look at the successful exhibition of this Old Boy’s ability,
which stands on the new plat along Brown Street, formerly the property

of the Brothers.
Bro. John A.
Waldron

The former vice-president of the Institute and professor of the graduating class, who is at present principal

of St. Patrick’s School, Cleveland, paid an unexpected
visit to the College on November 10. He was on his way to Washington,
D. C., to attend the meeting of the Executive Board of the Catholic Educational Association of America, of which he is a member. He could not
help remembering his many friends and former scholars among the Old
Boys, and sends them the following greeting:

SS

fs Be

aS

‘* At the old home and with the Alumni Editor, full
of pleasant reminiscences of the days that are no
more, a hundred smiling faces looming up before me
from the past, I cannot let our good Editor go to

press without sending to you all A CHRISTMAS
GREETING of good-will, peace, and affectionate

remembrance.’

Be oS Fe aS
CLARENCE STOECKLEIN, 708.

HIGHEST HONORS FOR OCTOBER
Collegiate Department
Senior Letters
Junior Letters
Sophomore Letters
Freshman Letters
Senior Science

Daniel Moran, 97; Arthur Regan,
Francis Kemper, 97; Fred Hackman,
Charles Wagner, 95; Walter Steuer,
Fred Dister, 98; Hans Amann,
NSIESEM ESS Mo peace seco
dl bse kalo cb Charles O’Brien, 91; William H. O’Connor,
PSS irene Na ee
ee iors os, Richard Scheiber, 95; Robert Connelly,
High School Department
Fourth High
Third High
Second High
First High

Hugh Crossin, 96; Elmer Focke,
Harry Ritter, 95; Columbus Adam,
Robert Myers, 95; Edward Hunkeler,
Robert Gray, 98; Henry Kampp,
Preparatory Department

Eighth Grade
Seventh Grade
Sixth Grade A
Sixth Grade B

Fifth Grade

Edwin Bradmiller, 97; Frank Holters,
Herman Huerkamp, 95; Herman McCabe,
William Kuntz, 95; Carl Koch,
Herman Kirschner, 96; Waldron Burkhardt,

Victor Rechsteiner, 95; Walter Heck,
CHRONICLE

;

Blind
Musicians

On Tuesday, October 16, the students attended a musical
entertainment given in the gymnasium, by the blind brother
and sister musicians, Theodore and Barbara Tremmler, from
Syracuse, New York. A few years ago the two artists had performed at the
Institute, and some of the older students still favorably remember their visit.
This year’s performance was good, and the students were all highly pleased.

Piano duets, zither and clarinet solos, as well as the songs were all well
chosen and well rendered.
A German song of a comic: nature was loudly
cheered and encored, and during the week which followed the entertainment,
the catchy passages of the song were sung at all the recreations by the youthful prodigies of the Fourth Division.

412

THE S. M. I. EXPONENT

Nothing could have more happily ended the quiet and
uneventful month of October than the Hallowe’en celebrations. - Rarely was the Eve of All Hallows more enjoyed at
the Institute. The first part of the program of the evening was enacted in
the gymnasium, where both the Dramatic Club and the S. M. I. Orchestra
and band made their first public appearance of the year. The program was
as follows:
Hallowe’en

MCGICYsVaArCH. tChOes TOMY Dixie. os ie. Shh Se
ce i
Orchestra.
!
eeeite ein. PoOlka’’—Piccolo Sele os.
oa ee

eee ee Jouvet

ee
aR Ritchie
Frank Wilberding.
Schottische, ‘‘The Prettiest in the Land’’—Clarinet Solo ......... Rosenfeld
Herbert Greif.
The Counterfeit Ghost.
Act. I.
WuercbiMent omile’——Cornet: Solo. 326.05 so 6 eee
ep
Wrighton
Louis Greif.
Marehs- “sweethea
—Violin;
ee
Pryor
rt Cornet; Piano: 2. a. ob oe
Joseph Schlaudecker, Louis Greif, Frank Logsdon.
:
The Counterfeit Ghost. Act II.
VUE IULIOPH ALT Yerocr elects sea
aE alos boca fr 5 As Pigs deel
Jouvet
Orchestra.

pWiarcia-——Cornet Sextet 2.4 28. ease ERs oka WA CRS, oe

Beyer

F. Logsdon, A. Goldcamp, John Jacoby, L. Greif, A. Zuber, L. Vogt.
The Counterfeit Ghost.
Act III.
Marcie Garland Ol\V ROSES 2). ss. s mice eae.AE San
he ree age
ae Jouvet
Orchestra.
The comedy entitled “The Counterfeit Ghost’’ was well rendered, thanks
to the able training given the actors by Bro. Adam Hoffmann.
Mr. Paul
Wenigman as Peter Van Dunderkrout, the hotel-keeper, carried out his part
to perfection.
Peals of laughter filled the vast ‘‘gym” every time he appeared on the stage preceded by his prodigious abdominal protuberance.

But

when, in the last act, he wobbled out, masked as a ghost, crying, “I vas der
ghost of Peter Van Dunderkrout; ver vas dem counterfeiters?’’ the audience
were convulsed with laughter.
Then followed a wind-up such as ‘“neffer
vas.’’“‘Hans, you vas von captain, you takes Mr. Rockfeller; Tony, you
vas von odder captain, you takes Mr. Gould; und I vas von commander-inchief, I takes Mr. Vanderbilt. Von, two, tree, march!’’ And to the air of a
lively march the three counterfeiters were led behind the prison. bars.
Messrs. L. Janszen and C. Rossenbach made a decided hit as Hans Scheerschleifer and Tony Winkelhammer, the German hired boys.
Every day
among the lads of the Third and Fourth Divisions you can hear some juvenile

aspirant to

dramatic

honors,

whisper

tragically,

“‘Mister

Boss,

you

gits

hanged,” or, ‘‘Mister Boss, you makes us von fine ghost,’’ or again, “‘Ve fool
dem fellers four five times already yet, not?’’
The counterfeiters, Messrs.
F. Carrig, G. Quatman, and W. Mahoney, made one think that they were old
hands at histrionics. Mr. Carrig, in particular, played his part with a naturalness born of familiarity with the footlights. Did we not know him, we
would be led to believe that he had been an attaché to the Sothern or Mansfield Company.
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Brother Louis Vogt deserves great credit for the splendid success of
the
musical part of the program. The Students’ Orchestra made its first appearance, and gave the boys a great treat. The musical feature of the evening,
however, was the clarinet solo by Master Herbert Greif.
‘Pretty 7-is-the
word-that perhaps would best characterize the piece he rendered.
After the performance, all the Divisions repaired to their respective playrooms, and a general good time was enjoyed. We subjoin what the chroniclers of the various divisions reported.
“The First Division found a fine spread awaiting them
in ‘The Club,’ and to say they did justice to it is putting
the matter mildly.
The room was tastefully decorated for
the occasion and presented such a cozy appearance that it would seem impossible to find any one who would not enjoy spending the winter evenings
in such'a delightful place.
Lunch disposed of, other amusements were
sought.
The bowling alleys were opened for the season, Brother Edward
Gorman, our sympathetic steward, rolling the first ball. There was an abundance of music and songs, furnished by the piano, two violins, two mandolins,
and above all by the melodious voices of the seniors.
The affair closed
shortly after midnight with a grand cake-walk. After long deliberations, the
cake was awarded to Messrs. Pierce and Rosenbach.
It consisted of six
crusts of rye bread.”

First Division

Mr. Michael A. Daugherty, ’09, furnished us with the
Second Division following account of celebrations in Second Division: ‘‘The
club-room of the Second Division was beautifully decorated
with college colors, Japanese lanterns, and the proverbial pumpkins, with
grinning mouth and large eyes. Several vocal pieces were rendered, together
with a humorous Dutch-brogue recitation by F. J. Deis, who showed himself
a master of comic elocution. His well-executed gestures added to the humor
of the piece.
Wilbert Youngman supplied the instrumental music by wellrendered selections on the piano. The refreshments were of the first-class
order. During the luncheon, William Peak and others gratified us with a
choice collection of popular and humorous songs.”’
.
Mr. Arthur Zuber, chronicler of the Third Division, reports as follows about his division: ‘“The rollicking wind-up
of the Hallowe’en entertainment was enough to give all the
boys ‘the smile that never wears off.’ But when the boys of the Third Division entered their club-room, their glee reached its acme.
By the dim
light of the Japanese lanterns and grinning pumpkins, could be seen the
sumptuous tables neatly set.
The boys were ushered to their places, and
when all were seated the lights were turned up.
Then all the beauties of
the decorations revealed themselves. From the center of the room radiated

Third Division

festoons of patriotic red, white and blue, and at regular intervals in intricate

geometric figures hung the fantastic Japanese lanterns.
In various parts
of the hall the large-eyed, wide-mouthed pumpkins with their ghostly light,
grinned at the boys from amidst a profusion of cornstalks. A large red ear
of corn with husks thrown back to reveal its golden beauty, hung from the
center of the room. To the rear of the hall was an enclosed space which
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attracted the attention of all during the entire evening,
for in large letters
was fancifully printed the sign, ‘Art Gallery and
Museum, Admission 5c.’
The boys wondered what it could mean, but thought it
better to heed first the
invitation of the refreshments before them.
Ham and cheese sandwiches,
ice-cream, cakes, candies, and nuts were temptingly displaye
d and cheerfully
‘incorporated.’
The health of nearly every one at S. M. I. was proposed
while sparkling glasses of ‘pop’ were drained.
College yells, toasts, etc.,
abounded, but ‘Si’s’ speech took the oratorical prize.
As model of a rhetorical genius and a first-class stump-speaker, ‘Si’ is ‘the only pebble
on the
;
beach.’
“When speech-making and singing began to die out, the entrance
to the
Art Gallery was thrown open, and forty-eight nickels found their way
‘into
the treasury.’ The peals of laughter and the smiling faces of the boys
as
they issued from the Gallery, were proofs that ‘something was doing’ behind
those curtains.
In fact, the Art Gallery was a.collection of seventy-five
famous masterpieces ‘modernized.’ ‘Therein lies a mystery; understand who
may.
“Our celebration was indeed a most enjoyable one, and our kind prefect,
Brother Fred, deserves all credit and especially the gratitude of the boys
for all the pains he took to make our entertainment the best of all the
Divisions.
We rely on the report of visitors for this statement.
Among
the students, some merit a special mention: M. Baumert and R. Morin for
the skill displayed in setting the tables. Masters A. Janszen, F. Herron, J.
Wickham, I. Hart, C. Frederick, and P. Scheiber for their artistic decorations. We conclude by saying that on Hallowe’en, everybody and everything
in the Third Division were A1, and here’s to our future prosperity!”
James Champion Madigan, the Fourth Division reporter,
Fourth Division says that after his second glass of ‘‘pop,’’ he was insensible
to what was going on around him; so, for a report of the
doings of our little ones, we had to fall back on members of the Faculty,
whom, in their juvenile generosity the little lads had so generously invited
to their festivities. In the first place was the spread to which no second invitation was needed.
To see those tots enjoying their luncheon, made up
of—oh! so many goodies—was enough to wish for a renewal of Hallowee’en,
or something like it, every week.
To make things merry, several of the
visitors entertained the boys with songs and stories. But these little fellows
were not content with being spectators. They wished to be actors, and all
sorts of elocutionary tit-bits which they delivered ex tempore, proved that
they were little artists. Joe Windbiel favored. his comrades wih a melodious
gypsy song.

He would have continued His canary-like trilling for the rest

of the evening had it not been for an incommodious frog he had in his throat.
James Madigan and several other humorists of the Division proved themselves real end-men by their off-hand wit. But the greatest joy of the evening lay in the fact that the boys were allowed to stay up so late. Just think!
None of your ‘‘every-day’’ going to bed at eight; on Hallowe’en’ they went
only at 10: 30. That was a treat, but you may be sure that many a tired
lad, on reaching his bed that night, was glad to rest his weary little head
on the pillow and continue the pleasures of the evening in dreamland. The
boys of the Fourth Division appreciate the pains Brother Louis, their kind
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prefect, their “‘father and mother at college,’”’ took, to make their Hallowe’en
pleasant, and they are thankful to him and to his trusty aids, Masters M.
Kuntz, W. Zuber, L. Drahman, and J. Madigan.
Saturday, October 27, found the members of the Senior
and Junior classes braving cold and rain to go and hear
Mr. Bryan speak at the Union Station. In spite of the bad
weather and the late arrival of the train, a great crowd had gathered to hear
the great Nebraskan speak. Not many, however, were gratified to “hear his
words, for the wind was strong and Mr. Bryan had a severe cold. Nevertheless, enthusiasm was high, and the handshaking that followed the speech
was so hearty and vigorous that Mr. Bryan was almost pulled from the car.
Several of our Seniors who will participate in a presidential election for the
first time in 1908, are seriously discussing, since they heard Mr. Bryan speak,
whether he will be then their candidate.
W.J. Bryan

The authorities of the Institute had contemplated since
several years, adding to the division libraries of entertaining and instructive books, a special section, composed principally of works of edification, such as lives of Saints and saintly persons,
treatises on Christian and Religious life, ete.
This wish has at last been
realized, though not exactly as was at first intended.
A central “special
library” has been formed, and numbers now nearly two hundred volumes.
Variety has been sought in procuring the books, so as to suit the boys of
the different divisions. Copies of the catalog are being made. One will be
placed in each division of boarding students, and any volume may be had
on application. During the month of October, though the “special library”
had not yet been officially thrown open for use, about twenty-five volumes
were drawn by students, and used to make a short spiritual reading each
evening. It is hoped that more students will adopt this good practice.

Special Library

Very Rev.
Th. V. Tobin

On October 24, the Very Rev. Thomas V. Tobin, rector
of SS. Peter and Paul’s Church, Chattanooga, Tennessee,
was the guest of the Institute.
He was-on his way to
Columbus to attend the alumni meeting of the Cincinnati Seminary, and
stopped over at Dayton to see the five Tennessee lads, representatives of his
parish at S. M. I. Father Tobin visited the Institute buildings, and expressed
himself as highly pleased with all he saw. He had but two regrets, the one
that he was no longer a boy, and able to enjoy all the advantages St. Mary’s
offers, the second, that the great distance that separates Chattanooga from
the Gem City did not allow more of “his boys’’ to pursue their studies in our
midst. A few days after Father Tobin had left us, we were happy to read
in the papers the account of his eloquent and patriotic speech at the alumni
banquet, on ‘‘Our President,’’ as a great man on the stage of the world.

Bre. John A.
Waldron

Sunday, November 10, Brother John Waldron, formerly
Vice-President of S. M. I., and now President of St. Patrick’s
School, Cleveland, Ohio, passed a few hours in our midst.
Brother John always shows the liveliest interest in all that pertains to our
Alma Mater, whose greatness and prosperity are, in great part, due to him.
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Attendance
°
day students.

Our number has been steadily increasing since September.
On October 1 there were present at the Institute, one hundred and eight-four boarding students and exactly as many
William Mahoney, ’07.

SOCIETIES

Sodalities

The following officers have been elected during the month
of October, in the various sodalities:
First Division (Resident Students)

The Reverend President
William Mahoney, ’07
John Monnig, ’08

Director
Prefect
Assistant

Charles O’Brien, ’07

Secretary

William Hilgerink, ’07
Paul Wenigman, ’07

Treasurer
Sacristan

Third Division (Resident Students)
Rev. Joseph C. Hi
Arthur Zuber, ’09
‘John Wickham, ’09
George Jacoby, ’13
Arnold Holbrock,, ’10
August Janszen, ’12
First Division
Rev. James P. Canning
Joseph Ferneding, ’07
Arthur Regan, ’07
Earl Smith, ’07
Charles Whalen, ’07
John Hampel, ’07
Second Division

Branch Director
Prefect
Assistant
Secretary
Treasurer
Sacristan
(Non-Resident Students)
c

Branch Director
Prefect
First Assistant
Second Assistant
Secretary
Treasurer

(Non-Resident Students)

Bro. John Ryan
Jeremiah Costello, ’09
Oliver Smith, ’09

Branch Director
Prefect ~
First Assistant

Robert Connelly, ’08

Second Assistan?

Francis Canny, ’09
Herbert Whalen, ’09

William Rochefort, ’°09
Holy Name
Society

Secretary
Treasurer

Sacristan

The General Meetings, as well as the Group Meetings of
the H. N.S. have been regularly held during the past month.
The good work is going on and results are most gratifying.
Moreover the desire to extend the good influence of our Society abroad has
found expression in a recent meeting of moderators and branch officers,
when one of the members suggested that other groups, similar to our college
groups, be formed outside the Institute, through the suggestion, with the
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cooperation, and perhaps even under the guidance of students of St.
Mary’s.
May the suggestion find its realization in a near future.
The month of October has been a good one for the Peter’s
Pence. The amount collected from the eighteen classes of
the Institute was $27.62, making a total of $43.16 since
September. Two classes especially merit high praise, the Freshman Letters
and the Sophomore Science, with respectively 30.7 and 21.6 cents average.
We are informed that the success of the Freshman class is due in great
part to the activity of the collectors, Messrs. Francis X. Schumacher and
Linus Wissel.
In the High School Department the First High leads with
an average of 8 cents, and in the Preparatory Department the Seventh Grade
with 7.3 cents. We can but congratulate the students on their generosity
and filial devotedness to the Holy Father. When a college lad’s generosity
goes to sacrificing something from his purse, which, as a rule, is not too well
replenished, that sentiment must be sincere.
We hope that the month of
December which will begin when this issue of the Exponent appears, will
prove to be the banner month of the year, a royal Christmas gift to the Holy

Peter’s Pence

Father, from the boys of S. M. I.

William P. O’Connor, ’08.

LITERARY NOTES

The Society Notes Editor has received numerous communications from
literary circles and class papers, established during the past month.
He
regrets that the abundance of material on hand does not allow him to publish in extenso these interesting reports. He will try his best to do justice
to all.
Junior Literary
Circle

Mr. John Jacoby furnishes us with the following notes
concerning the Junior Circle:
‘The first meeting of the
Circle was held on October 24. The following officers were
elected:
President, Frank Morris; Secretary, John Jacoby; Treasurer, John
Costello; Librarian, Martin Bruson.
It was decided that meetings were to
be held on alternate Fridays, at 7: 00 P.M. The choice of papers and magazines for the use of the Circle, was referred to a committee composed of
Messrs. Bruson,.Quatman, Costello, and Ansbury.

§

“The second meeting was held on November 9.
The roll-call was answered by original verses on ‘Ghosts.’
The debate: ‘Resolved, That we
learn more by reading than by observation,’ ended in a unanimous vote for
the affirmative. Finally it was proposed to designate the Junior Circle by
the three Greek letters @ T 3, standing for dijo ty¢ codcac—lovers of wisdom.”’
Sophomore
Oracle

Bright prospects for the future of the Exponent loomed up
before the Editor’s mind while reading the class paper of
709 Letters.

Last year the students of this class as Fresh-

men, won the respect of the S. M. I. literary world by their excellent paper,
the ‘‘Freshman Mirror.’’ Now they have resumed the publication of a paper
begun last year under the name of “Sophomore Oracle.’”?
Number 1 of
Volume II. is the work of a temporary staff appointed in September, pending
the election of a definite staff. A Zengerle upheld the standard of the edi-
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_ torial department by his article entitled, “Our Class Paper.’”’
Among the
collection of interesting stories, L. Scheidler’s “1775” deserves
special mention for its beautiful pathos. ‘‘Laurence,” by J. Costello, and “Dan
Blaney’s
Awakening,” by Joseph Pflaum, likewise deserve mention.
The little gems
of poetry are fanciful and well written.
A Zengerle’s ‘‘Be Cheerful’ was
picked up by the Literary Editor of the Eponent, as fit for the college paper.
That is/ sufficient commendation.
The athletic notes were spicy and the
jokes numerous.
Unhappily wit is not an equally distributed gift in the
Sophomore Letters class, as only a few names are represented.
The new
staff was elected on October 26, and is as follows:
Editor-in-Chief
Assistant Editor
Albert Zengerle
Literary Editor
Jeremiah Costello
Joke Department
PUMIOUCS 8 oie 6 6 ois te oe wlas oo Sp wale ws o's Michael Dangherty
With such material on the staff, the ‘““SSophomore Oracle” bids fair to set
the pace for all other class journals.

Sophomore LettersDramatic
Club

Early in Oetober, the students of the Sophomore Letters
Class formed a dramatic club, and on November 2, had their
first performance; they enacted Scene 3, Act IV., of “Julius

Cesar.’’
J. Costello as Brutus and A. Zengerle as Cassius felt and acted
their parts well.
F. Canny was a revelation to all, in his role of Messala.
Charles Hayes succeeded astonishingly in shaking off his usual liveliness
and became the drowsy Lucius.
The other members who participated in
the representation ably supported the leading characters.
The welfare of
the organization has been confided to the following officers:

Jeremiah Costello

;

:

President

Francis Canny
Herbert Whalen

Seeretary
Librarian

S. M. I. Business Circle

Mr. Charles O’Brien, ’07, has furnished us with the following facts regarding the establishment and first meeting
of a Circle in the Business Department:
‘‘The first meeting of the S. M. I. Business Circle was held on November 2, 1906.
Mr.
William Pflaum was appointed Secretary pro tem.
The Moderator, Bro.
George Schneider, in a well-worded address, explained the object of the
Circle, namely, to study the latest and best improved business methods and
to cultivate the art of debating, thus enabling the members to express in
public their opinions in a correct and fluent manner.
Elections then took
place, with the following results:
John Clark
William Hilgerink
William Neary
Harry Weber

:

:

President
Secretary
Treasurer
Librarian

“The Circle held its second meeting on November 15. The roll-call was
answered by quotations from American humorists.
After the reading of
the minutes by Secretary Hilgerink, the following new business was transacted:
1. The choosing of a motto for the Circle.
2. The naming of de-
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baters, judges, and lecturers for the following meeting
to be held on
November 29.
3. The election of a representative of the Circle for
the
Exponent staff.
“The subject of debate, ‘Resolved, That trades unions are
a benefit to the
laboring classes,’ was cleverly treated by Messrs. W. Ryan
and W. Pflaum,
for the affirmative, and Messrs. A. Maher and G. O’Donnell, for
the negative.
Mr. H. Weber, in rendering a humorous selection, showed himself
a master
of impersonation.
The feature of the evening was the interesting lecture
by Bro. Thomas Mooney, upon ‘The Advantages of a Business Educatio
n.’
The prolonged applause which followed testified how fully the Circle
appreciated the preéminently practical and very eloquent address of Bro. Mooney.
The Business Class ’?08, and members of the Faculty were the guests of the
evening.”’
;
Freshman
Record

The Freshman Science Class have lately begun a paper
named the “‘Freshman Record.” Judging from the interest
taken in their journal by the boys of ’10, the ‘‘Record” has
a happy future before it. The Editor-in-Chief, to whom we owe these details,
is determined to show himself a worthy competitor of the Editors of other
class journals of the College. Ed. Walsh, the Class Historian, will chronicle
the numerous events of interest among the students. W. Norris, theLiterary
Editor; H. Gallagher, the Scientific Editor; and R. Hall, the Joke Editor,
undoubtedly will take good care of their departments. All the members of
the class are determined to make the paper something exceptional.
The
Exponent hopes that the staff will give the example of faithfulness to their
motto, ‘‘Virtute duce, comite fortuna,’’ and hereby extends to the Freshman
Science Class, wishes of a most prosperous year for the ‘‘Record.’’
Urged on by the ambition to perfect themselves in composition, the boys of the Second Year High Class, determined
to follow the example set three years ago, by the ’08 class,
editors of the historic ‘‘Excelsior.”” Accordingly on November 13 a meeting
was held for the purpose of discussing the question and electing a staff.
Results are as follows:
The “Gem”

eri

no
aCRSree Editor-in-Chief

Beech ease
eBoy oc eee eek wl ete ar woe ae oeAssistant Editor
PEO DORON,
aoe eS nw wo SSiyo ea ietscue ora Literary Editor
CVE)
EO CLOT oor oe Sas cine ese ee pea Say aes Poetry Editor
PAVE) He
Here
eg S ela ce ts 2 ooo Saw Spek ae Re ee Class Historian

a OU

een Re

BN MCE PW BIL

a ey

eeCee ee Ede

Editors

:

Class Artists

The “‘Gem’’ was deemed a name befitting a paper such as the members of
class 713 wish to make it.

On the suggestion of Edward Hunkeler, that as

motto be taken some phrase indicative of aspirations toward high ideals,
the choice fell on the expression, ‘‘Ad altiora.’” The “Gem” is to be issued
bi-monthly.
Judging from the rough sketch of the design which one of
the class artists has already begun, this little class journal will have a very
artistic appearance.
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M. I. Band

The members of the Band have been busily engaged during
the past
month preparing the concerts to be given on the occasion of the basketball
games during the coming season. Division bands have also been organized,
with the following groups of officers:
I. Division: President, Paul Wenigman; Vice-President, William Schoen;
Secretary, Albert Goldcamp; Manager, Bro. Francis O’Reilly.
II. Division:
President, John Jacoby; Vice-President, Clarence Quigley;
Secretary, Edward Janszen; Manager, Bro. John Banzer.
III. Division:
President, Arthur Zuber; Vice-President, Louis Greif; Secretary, Herbert Greif; Manager, Bro. Frederick Paff.
General Director and Instructor, Bro. Louis Vogt; General Business Man-

ager, Bro. John Briand; General Treasurer, William Schoen.
The various officers constitute the membership committee.
New applications have been received as follows:
Second Division:

P. O'Neill, R. Pulskamp, G. Wander, R. Scheiber, W.

RE
Fleck.
Third Division: L. Krantz, A. Peine, C. Frederick, A. Friedrichs, Th. Coakley, V. Stauder, J. Kelly, G. Wilms.
Owing to a friendly rivalry which exists among the Divisions, the members
are very enthusiastic about their respective bands.
Frank Morris, ’08.

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

Faculty and
Business Class

The Faculty and the Business Class ’07, make grateful
acknowledgment to the National Cash Register Company,
Dayton, Ohio, for the valuable donation of a register, obtained through the good offices of the Secretary, Mr. W. P. Kiser.
The members of the class were agreeably surprised at seeing the register,
on the morning of October 29, upon their entrance into class. The machine, a

:
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No. 92, is of the latest type. It is a valuable addition to the equipment of
the department; its need was long felt. The Register was immediately put
into use. An able representative of the N. C. R., Mr. H. M. McCord, entertained, on November 7, the class with a delightful and practical lecture on
the cash register and its use.
The President and Faculty hereby express their grateful
acknowledgment to the following firms who have enriched
the “School Exhibit” with their products and manufactures:
Walter Baker & Co., Ltd., Dorchester, Mass.—Educational exhibit of cocoa
and chocolate.
>
Sanders, Frary & Clark, New Britain, Conn.—The evolution of a carving
knife.
The Museum

H. W. Johns Manville Company, Cleveland, Ohio—Specimens of asbestos
in its different forms and samples of asbestos and Magnesia products.
Huyler’s Chocolate Works, New York, N. Y.—Cocoa exhibit and charts.
German-American Portland Cement Works, LaSalle, I1l—Samples showing
process of manufacture of cement.
W. H. Compton Shear Company, Newark, N. J.—Card showing how shears
are made.
International Silver Company, Bridgeport, Conn.—A set of blanks showing the manufacture of spoons.
Larking Company, Buffalo, N. Y.—Samples* of soap-making process.
American Hard Rubber Company, New York, N. Y.—Specimens of vulcanized rubber.
;
Libbey Glass Company, Toledo, Ohio—Samples showing process of glasscutting.
American Screw Company, Providence, R. I.—Specimens showing process
of manufacture of wood screws.
Pittsburg Reduction Company, Pittsburg, Pa.—Aluminum exhibit.
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FIRST DIVISION (Resident Students)
St. Mary’s
In the meeting of October 18, four candidates for memAthletic
bership, Messrs. Vanderbrook, Stoecklein, Obermeier, and
Association
Pike, were admitted into the Association.
The new members, in well-worded addresses, expressed their appreciation of the honor
bestowed on them, and promised to do all in their power to further the
interest of athletics at the Institute. Mr. Pflaum then presented the report
of the advertising committee.
The report set forth at length the various
means of bringing publicity to the football games. Signs for the street-cars
are to be secured, also blotters with the schedule printed on.
The report
was accepted. As there was no further business the meeting adjourned.
The question of securing new suits for the basket-ball team was considered
in the meeting of the Athletic Association of November 8.
A committee
consisting of Messrs. Costello, Pflaum, and Schoen was empowered to select
the suits, subject to the approval of the Association. Another motion, that
of securing a cash box for the treasurer, was also passed. As a slight mark
of appreciation for the services rendered by the basket-ball players, the
Association will tender them a certain number of complimentary tickets for
every game, to be disposed of as they think fit.
FOOTBALL

S. M. I. vs.
Oakwoods

In a long-drawn-out struggle, interesting only inasmuch
as it resembled a stormy session of Congress, our boys were
defeated by the Oakwood Athletic Club.
Every decision
made by the umpire was questioned by Oakwood; in fact, after two or three
minutes of play, ten or twenty minutes would be consumed in wrangling.
St. Mary’s, although contending against several stars of last year’s National
team and outweighed ten pounds per man, put up a gallant fight.

Oakwood

had avoirdupois in their favor, while our boys excelled in speed.

The for-

ward

pass

was

tried

by

both

teams,

but

neither

made

appreciable

gains

through it.
St. Mary’s was forced to punt several times, and Hilgerink,
the S. M. I. Eckersall, showed his ability in that line. One of his long boots
bounded across the Oakwood goal and being downed there, secured for us
our two points.
Our boys all deserve credit for their valiant struggle
against this formidable aggregation, and are to be congratulated on keeping the score as low as it was.
Oakwood’s touchdowns were made by
“Dutch” Weber, last year’s coach of Denison University, and George Rabe.
The line-up:
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S. M. .—2
Rossenbach
Wenigman

Position
oid Lee
ees
5G

Oakwood—11
Sane eee Salisbury
Justice, Dubel
Niehus, Geumin

Kroemer
Pierce, O’Brien
McDonald
Carrig
Schoen, Martin
Wilberding

Dixson
:

:

Miller, Roth

:

Carney, Barton

:

Stewart

Hilgerink

Linesmen:
Wheeler, Githens, Mahoney.
Referees:
Costello, Redelle.
Timers:
Zuber, Graves, Conley.
Taken from Dayton Daily News, November 5:
The St. Mary’s Institute team had a walk-over with the
Association club of the Y. M. C. A., Saturday, November 4,
rolling up 43 points, while their opponents were blanked. In spite of the
one-sidedness of the score, the game was interesting from the fact that it
was an exhibition of clean football, and there were no arguments to cause
delay.
Consequently the two fifteen-minute halves were run off with little
intermission. The Y. M. C. A. boys had no chance whatever, but put up a
plucky game. They showed plainly the lack of practice, especially in their
defensive work. Fumbles, too, at critical points made the going harder for
them and, indeed, some of the players apparently at times failed to comprehend the signals. While the team work was poor, as individuals a number
of the players did nicely, especially in the line.
With more practice they
will do better.
This was demonstrated, for as the game progressed the
Y. M. C. A. boys improved.
St. Mary’s, however, was entirely too strong for’ them.
The Institute
eleven is an aggregation of well-put-up athletes and they are thoroughly
drilled. Standing out, head and shoulders above anybody else in the game
was Hilgerink, the right half-back.
This lad is a gem of the first water.
His punting and running with the ball and his goal-kicking are great. Half
a dozen times he carried the ball more than twenty yards on end runs, and
once took it from midfield for a touchdown. Not once did he miss goal.
St. Mary’s got a touchdown in the first minute of play.
Carroll kicked
off to Hilgerink, who punted to the 20-yard line, where Rossenbach rolled
on the ball after Y. M. C. A. had fumbled.
Hilgerink took the ball on a
criss-cross around left end for a touchdown. Another cleverly executed play
of Hilgerink’s was his 30-yard run for a touchdown ona fake kick.
St.
Mary’s lost some ground on attempted forward passes. It was tried four or
five times, and each time failed, owing to poor throws or fumbles.

At the end of the first half, the score stood 26 to 0, and a couple of substitutes were sent in for St. Mary’s. The Y. M. C. A:’s did better work in the
second half, but fumbles killed all hopes of scoring. Only once or twice was
the oval on St. Mary’s side of the gridiron.
The final score was 43 to 0, Hilgerink making four touchdowns, Wilberding
two, and Schoen a touchdown and safety. The teams lined up as follows:
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S. M. I.—43
Position
Y. M. O. A.—O
RYAN ee eee ete ya See OG
Ae
cele
Bardlow
MOSSCDDACK 2s 25) =
eas Rio cota nr
ae Stevens
we oueman, OBrien... 9. ROG kee Nickels
PEDOCINOED wile joe
So eeae
s Pestle Len uence te een Davis
PACTCOsae eee eee Le
es eeeee Tucker
Hmerick, Maher ...:.-.:; Biase WES Saget asc Me re eee Butler
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5FS as DI Ae
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ns Lang
COLD
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ees Carrol
schoen, Martin’. 22.07% ES EAS ore | seg
ae eretog
s Baylor
WiIlDeTOINn
Ge
ee We Beicsc
cto sae Ford, Banks
Piiteorin
kk 1. see
ee REE reo
ee H. Carrol

F

Linesmen: Mahoney and Russel.
Referees: Costello, Stultzman:

:

Timers:

Cassidy and Zuber.

Paul Wenigman, ’07.

LIVED IN VAIN

-

\
{

The man who ne’er saw football played, nor saw our Hilly punt;
Who never saw fleet Captain Schoen perform his running stunt;
Who never saw our Wilberding go straight on through the line;
Who never heard the Oakwoods kick on every little fine;
Who never saw our warrior Rex lay down and stop the bunch;
Who never saw our swarthy Smith make other fellows hunch;
“Who never heard Costello John enforce the football law,
And make the players knuckle down or get a broken jaw;
Who never heard our Carrig great his clever signals name;—
Such a man, you all admit, has lived his life in vain.
Frank Morris, ’08.

j

SECOND DIVISION (Resident Students)
Residents vs.
Non-Residents

November 1. In a game that raged fierce and hot from
start to finish, the II. Division Residents defeated the II.
Division Non-Residents by the score of 20 to 0. The NonResidents were outclassed both in tactics and weight, but still every man of
their team played with a desperate determination, which alone kept the
score down and made the game one of the most interesting of the season.
The Residents scored their points by clever line bucking and some sensational
punts.

The Dayton boys were unable to do much with the Residents’ line,

and when they went up against it they seemed like going up against a stone
wall. The line-up:
Residents—20
Positions
Non-Residents—0O
BPRINGCAT
Y= -ta'csc<.
sc.3 6eevee Dp oe ae heed or ooo holice catie
Smith
PRES EINE
soit 2 acto ar etree TADS toss
eaevoeecsetere H. Whalen
Re Gunnine os a. cites TG iso jecelsManeie te Broreee A. Maloy
AG CORLESN 6 Satos Sine eevee eres CF
Cen ie neat atic Pee aes Clark
WP PELODT e225
ete Ss rae ae REG. ileeee L. Strattner

THIRD DIVISION (Resident Students)
Hustlers vs.
Tustlers
|

The Hustlers and Tustlers played two very
interesting
games, in which honors were equally divided.
September
30, the Hustlers defeated the Tustlers by a score
of 12 to 0,
but on November 1, the Tustlers, in a hotly fought
contest, beat the Hustlers
by the score of 5 to 0. Line-up:
Hustlers
Positions
Tustlers
J. Wickham
Krantz

Winter
Stauder

.
i

H. Ritter
Schmiedecke

Munchof

Referee Paul O’Neil.
Umpire:
J. F. Hackman.
Timer: A. Zuber.
Linesmen:
Fleck and Coakley.

Ill. Div. ResiOn November 8 the representative teams of the III. Didents vs. II. Div. vision Residents defeated the II. Division Residents, by
the
Residents
score of 12 to 4.
Both teams played a fast and exciting
game, but while the II. Division team slightly outweighed that of the ITI.
Division, the latter showed remarkable speed and agility.
In the first half of the game, both sides were unable to score, though twice
the ball was at the ten-yard line.
The second half opened with the III. Division’s kick-off, their opponents
fumbled the ball, and Herron picked it up, taking it behind the goal. Clark
having kicked goal, the score was 6 to 0 in favor of the III. Division. Both
sides then battled with renewed vigor. The ball in the possession of the III.
Division, reached the five-yard line;

Scheiber was called for a tackle-buck,

and the result was a touchdown. Clark again kicked goal.
Score 12 to 0.
At last the II. Division brought the ball within fifteen yards of the goal, and
a drop-kick by Topmoeller gained for them four points.
The features of the game were the line-bucks of Herron and Scheiber,
the end runs-of Clark and Holbrock, and the tackling of Frederick.
Captain Sibila was the star player of the II. Division team. The line-up:
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Til. Division
Frederick

Pecsitions
:

II. Division
R. Scheiber
Von der Hoya

Kampp

.

J. Wickham
Clark (Capt.)
P. Scheiber
Holbrock

:
sleet,
sorts

Georges
Gunning
Topmoeller
Dister
Sibila (Capt.)
Hackman

Referee:
W. Hilgerink.
Umpire: F. Carrig.
Timers: ~A. Zuber and B. Freeman.
Time: First half, 20 min.; second half, 15 min.
J. Wickham, ’09.
THE KNIGHTS OF THE GRIDIRON
You may talk of knightly prowess,

Love, ambition, and all that,
And of how the steel-clad legions
Smote their enemies all flat;
But give me the fighter modern
Standing ready for the fray
On the white-enameled gridiron,
Without fear, without dismay.
Seé him in his suit of armor,
Canvas-clad from top to toe,
Careful padded, braced with leather,
Where might fall the heaviest blow;
With his nose-gear and his head-gear,
Like unto a knight of old;

Well, he needs them for stern battle,
But his heart is brave and bold.

See him plunge right through the masses
That may seek to thwart his path;
See him speed across the campus
Like a lion in his wrath;
Hear the shout that greets Him victor!
How it nerves him to the soul
Straight to bear the ball and land it

At the grim opponent’s goal.

You may talk of knightly valor,
Fame, ambition, and all that,

And of how the steel-clad legions
Smote their enemies all flat:
But it takes a man of iron,
And his name shall ever shine,
To withstand the shock of rugby,

Face the foe and buck the line.
G. Marion Knight, ’08.

THE S. M. I. EXPONENT

@XS!] EXCHANGES
Our old-time friends have nearly all put in an appearance in our sanctum,
and an improved appearance, too. They are all welcome. One or two have
not shown their faces yet, but we expect to see them soon.
Our next-door neighbor, The Notre Dame Scholastic, is as regular as a
chronometer, and as reliable in the quality of its output.
“The Thief”
turned out to be a good thief, didn’t he? Not so ‘‘His Ideal.’’
“Teach me, O Muse, a poet’s duty—
Thou must know it, thou must feel.’’

.The poets who indite the Varsity Verse know their duty, and they feelingly
do it, too, as a glance at “‘Gold and Blue” will demonstrate.
If the ‘‘young-eyed cherubins’” of St. Olaf’s Band in The Manitou Messenger play as well as they pose, what a harmonious combination they must
make! The picture is a symphony in itself. ‘‘Tre ganger, tre hurra!”’
The Nazareth Chimes comes in a new dress, very artistic indeed, and the
Chimes, always sweet, now seem to ring more sweetly still. We heard not
long ago that the editors of the Chimes, the good Sisters and their good little sisters, set up all the type, make their own illustrations, bind the leaves,
and all. That is all the more to their credit and to their spirit of enterprise.
May the Chimes long continue to ring ‘“‘Glory to God and peace to men!”’
The Mt. St. Mary’s Record appears in smaller form than last year.
The
change is decidedly for the better. And it would be well for some of the
unwieldier exchanges to follow the example of their clever sister. ‘The Alpha
Pi Mu saw the necessity of such a change already two years ago, and there
is not a handsomer college girls’ paper out. The Institute Echoes also present a very handsome make-up.
A portable size is by no means the least
desideratum in a college paper.

Who will follow suit?

The St. Joseph’s Collegian and The Abbey Student are still worrying over

the spelling reform.
But don’t you care. Didn’t Artemus Ward and Josh
Billings spel mor fun-eticaly than enny ov our wood-be reformers, eh?
The best short stories we have read for a long time are “‘The Heritage of
Nelson,” in The Redwood; the ‘‘Halsted Street Stradivarius,” in The St.
Ignatius Collegian; ‘“‘A Vacation Episode,” in The St. Mary’s Collegian; “A
Strange Find,’ in The Abbey Student; and ‘In the Future? Perhaps,’’ in
The Manhattan Quarterly. The best football stories of the season are “‘The
Making of Him,” in The Xavier, and “A Streak of Yellow,’’ in The Dial.

The best verse is ‘Indian Summer,’ in The Dial, and ‘‘A Rosary of Roses,”’
in The Alpha Pi Mu. The best illustrations are in The Young Eagle and The
School Echo. We admire the grit in the editors of the latter in so bravely
keeping up their publication after the dreadful Visitation of April last.
The Patrician and The Nazarene are two young hopefuls from whom much
may be expected.

Ad multos annos!
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We also gratefully acknowledge the receipt of St. Vincent’s College Journal, The Mountaineer, The Viatorian, The Niagara Rainbow, The Niagara
Index, The St. John’s University Record, The S. V. C. Student, The Marquette
College Journal, The Holy Cross Purple, The St. Mary’s Messenger, and
Purple and White. We acknowledge all exchanges, and we expect the same
courtesy from others.
What has become of The Fleur-de-Lis, The Agnetian Monthly, Excalibur?
Still in the field? Let’s hear from you, friends.
The Exponent sends greetings, and wishes
To each and all bright Christmas cheer,
And peace of God for the New Year!
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THE"'L. C, C.”. ROOM

THE LEMONADE AND CRACKER CLUB
The Lemonade and Cracker Club celebrated Thanksgiving, November 23, at 2:23 a. M.
Many of the members of the Club had engagements for the 29th, the day set apart
by
President Roosevelt, and a compromise was effected by the Club’s celebrating Thanksgiving
on the 23d. The Secretary’s report of the banquet, including the speech of Mr. W. S., is
here given.

The Thanksgiving Banquet given by the L. C. C. rivaled in magnificence,
variety, and originality, any given by Lucullus or Epicurus.
Eminent decorators, known the country over for their brilliant conceptions, were called
to transform the dining-room into a bower of beauty. The prevailing scheme
was a creamy, cracker effect against a light background of lemonade yellow,
the colors of the L. C. C.
Tables constructed especially for the occasion,
forming a gigantic ‘‘23,” groaned under a load of delicacies. Uneeda Crackers, with the name emblazoned in old gold, showed each member his place.
The President, utterly oblivious of his unwonted splendor in a dress suit,
was seated at the upper end of the ‘23,’’ and to his right, the Honorable
Secretary, and to his left, the Chauffeur.
The members, stretched along
both sides of the two tables, presented an impenetrable wall of white shirt
bosoms. Owing to the large number present, W. B. was forced to sit by his
lonesome at the small center table-forming the period after the “23.”
MENU.
Lemon Bouillon.
Radishes du Jardin.
Lemon. Toast on Wafers.

Carrots.
Carp.

Garlic.

Shark Fins.

L. C. C. Essence of Lemon.
Spring Chicken en Robe d’Automne.
Potatoes a l’Eau.
Celery de l’Annee Deniere.
Ice Cream Wafiles.
Exponent Chokes.
Uneeda Crackers.
Cafe au Lait.
Uneeda Wafers.
Nectar Lemonade—Gasoline Flavor.
Cigars.
Eau de Puits.
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After all had done full justice to the spread, the toasts were given. The
“Essence of Lemon,’’ concocted by the Chauffeur, loosened the flow of wit,
and the toasts given were marvels of oratory.
‘‘Our Club,” by R. E., was
undoubtedly the masterpiece of the morning.
Mr. E. dwelt at length upon
the phenomenal growth of the L. C. C., its marvelous development, and its
entry into the foremost clubs of the world. He was followed by P. W., who
responded to ‘““‘What Even the Wisest Relish, Crackers and Lemonade, or a
Joke.’ His decidedly humorous speech -created much merriment. How the
Joke Column, fallen into the slough of despair, was lifted into the ranks of
the foremost funny supplements of the country by the L. C. C., formed the
topic of Mr. W.’s toast. ‘‘Lemonade, the Ambrosia of the L. C. C.;. Uneeda
Wafers, the Substitute for the Lotus of Antiquity,’ was J. M.’s subject for a
comprehensive analogy, showing the relation between the fabulous drink of
the gods and lemonade, and the likeness between the lotus and the wafer,
as both induce forgetfulness of trouble. Other toasts commemorative of the
day were also given. The event of the evening, however, was the address
‘of Mr. W. S., who entertained the assembly by telling his experiences in the
great city of Chicago. He spoke as follows:
“Tt is not without a feeling of —————, I don’t know what you ¢all it, that
I rise in this hallowed precinct to address so venerable an assembly.
For
‘ your benefit and that of generations to come, I’ll entertain you to-night, or
rather this morning, with my experiences during the summer vacation.
“T hail from Chicago, the great metropolitan of the West —.”
Mr. G. Q.:
“It seems to me that the speaker wanted to say metropolis of
the West.”’
:
:
“I maintain my expression. That interruption bears on the
Mr. W. §.:
face of it the ignorance of the interruptor. He is a man not up to date; he
is ‘not quite up to the standard.’ He has read nothing; he knows nothing.
He is the only man in this great country of ours who ignores the great spelling reform endorsed by the Honorable Theodore Roosevelt. Now, a fundamental rule of this reform reads that the ending of words can be changed and
written as you choose, thus, thru for through, kist for
kissed, etc. Consequently, I can say metropolitan for
Glels

zy

pe

8) as
nrg

~

Er.

3,
’

4

metropolis.”
President:

“I regret the interruption and the con-

sequent loss of time. The speaker has ably defended
himself, and is right. Please continue.”
‘‘My father is a famous doctor, andMr. W. S.:
has an extensive practice on Halstead Street, which is
(Three of the members rise
about 23 miles long.
with

cries of

‘Gee!!!’)

During

the

office

hours

in

the afternoon from two to four, he requested me to
be near the phone to answer all calls, in order that he himself might not be
i
disturbed. .
“The first day, at half-past two, as I was snoozing away in the telephone
booth, I heard a faint ringing of the bell.
‘Hello! Is this 23?’
‘Yes; what do you want?’
‘Oh, not much; just skidoo, 23 for you.’
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“My friend at the other end of the line put up the receiver. That woke
me up completely; I was ripping mad.
I arose, and with my two hands
deep down in the pockets of my trousers, stood looking
out the window, when suddenly I was called again.
Is this Doctor S?’
‘Hello!
I am not the doctor himself,
‘Yes; this is his office.
but his son.’
‘Well, I want to speak to the doctor personally.’
‘It’s impossible; he is in consultation with 23 other
doctors.’
“Why, what about?’
‘Well, you’re mighty curious, but I don’t mind telling
you. There was a man killed in a railroad wreck, a few
His head was completely smashed, and they
days ago.
are trying to find out what the man should have done
not to be killed.’
‘Ha! ha! that’s simple. He should have stayed at home.’
‘Well, I’ll give the doctor your opinion on the case. What is your name,
please.’
‘Mr. Hannah.’
‘What is your Christian name?’
‘They call me Ben, but I always write ‘B.’ for private reasons.’
‘All right, Mr. Ben Hannah, Ill —.’

“T heard a faint laugh, and then the click of the receiver’s being put up.
My anger waxed stronger. I saw that I was fooled a second time.
moment my father stepped in.
‘Who called up, Will?’
‘Ah, I don’t know; some old banana.’
“But there went that phone again. I took down the receiver.
‘What do you want? Are you the same old banana?’
‘O mister, please, my name is Sarah.

I’d like to say

just a word to the doctor.’
‘Excuse me, please, Sarah, but I was so provoked at a
fellow that fooled: me. You’ll excuse me, wont’ you?”
‘I don’t know about that.’
‘Please do! You said your name was Sarah, a nice name
All right.
Wait a second, I’ll write it down.
indeed.
Your family name, please?’
‘I’m Miss Toga, and you’re easy.’
Imagine my
“Gentlemen, I was fooled by SaraToga.

feelings.

At that

I wanted to leave the booth, but I feared my

Gwenn

:

.

'

my father. It was a quarter to four. I resolved to answer no more calls,
but the phone kept on ringing at such a rate that at last I roared:
‘Hello! you are in an awful hurry.’
‘This is Doctor S’s office, isn’t it?’
‘No, this is- his phone.’
‘Oh, excuse my inaccuracy, but there is a gentleman here that would like
to speak to the doctor.’
‘Well, he can’t; the doctor is busy.’
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‘You’ll do, then; just wait a minute.’
“I waited a full minute, and then the same voice
said:
‘Hello! your minute is up,’ and up went the receiver
.
“T thought I had enough, but there was no rest
for me. Another insane
ringing loud enough to wake the dead, brought me
out of my reveries.
‘Hello! what do you want?’
‘Am you de doctah?’
‘Yes, ma’am.’
‘Ls: so glad, 1’s feelin. —:’
‘Hold on, there, who are you?—-some old Jewess called Sarah?’
‘No, indeed, sah; I’s no Sarah.
My name is Moe, but
I’s married since this morning, and now I’s Mrs. Mite, to
please your honah.’
‘You’re colored, I surmise.’
‘Yes, doctah, and I’s proud to be very black.’
‘Your Christian name, please?’
‘Dinah is my name. Ha! ha! ha!’
“Well, Mrs. Dinah Mite, you’re —.’ But she was gone.
The clock struck four and I skidood. Gentlemen, I thank
you for your attention.”’
Mr. F. C. then proposed that this remarkable speech
be ‘put up in book form with copious illustrations, and
Mr. W. H. added that Mr. W. S. should pay all expenses.
The members
were unanimous in this idea, and voted accordingly when the motion was
made and seconded.
In the meantime, the Chauffeur had slipped out, and the ‘“‘toot! toot!” of
the Club Automobile was the signal to adjourn. The Chauffeur was found
at his post, and although a trifle unsteady due to frequent libations of
“Essence of Lemon,’’ he promised to acquit himself faithfully of his task.
All left singing:
“We are the boys of ‘23,’
Who form the jolly L. C. C.;
And at the Chauffeur’s toot, toot, too,
We’re always ready to skidoo.’’
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What Even the Wisest Relish
—How did you like the Dime Museum of the Third Division on Hallowe’en?
:
—RHave a look at Eddie in his ‘“‘sombrero.”’
—‘‘We make a fool of them four or five times, Mr. Boss.’’
—Here’s to the boys of the Fourth Division who caught two squirrels.
—Who is the Boarder that was taken for a newsboy, one Sunday, in town?
—‘*T was the ghost of Pete Von Dunderkraut.”’
—Did you see the “‘Infant’’ off?
—Exhibitions of balloon ascensions daily, by ‘“‘Our Little Ones.’’
—wW. C. came near getting a glass eye from the ‘‘feather-weight champion.”
He carried a colored optic in a sling for some time.
—Ferd was never in Chicago, but he thinks he saw it from the train.
we
The Dayscholar’s Troubles
It’s evening, at seven o’clock,
And now my task I’ll do;
It’s chapter four, page twenty-three,—
Just watch me hustle through,

While Susan plays the tambourine,
And Baby has the bawl:
I’m working like an Indian
Till Bessie takes a sprawl.
Then Bill from Fairview hurries in,
And tells us all that’s new,
And how the Daytons won the game
By sweet sixteen to two.

The ‘‘News’”’ is read aloud by Pa,
‘For Mamma wants to know
The price of suits and other things,
As all us kids do grow.
Through all this din and all this noise,
I’ve plod my weary way;
_ The troubles of a dayscholar
Will turn my hair quite gray.
But now I’ve finished all my task,
You bet I’ve had to root;
Perhaps I’ll get a zero, too,
And another task to boot.

A. Zangerle.
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Mary’s Lamb
Mary parvum lamb habebat,
Fleece es hatte weiz wie nix,
Et quocumque Mary ibat,
Agnus sequens played its tricks.
Years went on, then kam ein famine,
Poterat non finden food;
Sighed und gasped the parvum lambkin,
« Drie und zwanzig, and skidood.
we
A

Blossom

There was once a young man named Joe Blossom,
Who was chased by a bull and played ‘possum;
But the bull didn’t mind him,
And proceeded to grind him,—

Now the bull’s no more able to toss ’im.
ae

:

In Study
From ’twixt his half-closed eyes he sees
A lump of gold, not lead;
He grasps at it, and then wakes up—

He holds a bright red head.
ws
Unicen Hours
“Jonathan Swift belonged to the union, didn’t he?’’

“Where did you get that on your brain?”
“Why, after he received his degree of Bachelor of Arts, he worked eight
hours a day.’’
we
Junior Literary Circle

\

Moderator—‘‘How often shall we hold our meetings?’’
W. O’C.—‘Bi-monthly.’’
E. M.—‘‘No, no! that’s too often; only twice a month.”’
Be
At the Football Game
One of the Oakwood players saw an S. M. I. rooter having his mouth wide
open and intently watching the game.
Taken up with his appearance, he
said, “Say, Johnny, do you tie your ears back when you eat?”’

